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Chapter 1
Chapter 1

Introduction
Introduction

After reading this chapter, students will
be able to:
• analyze the historical and current
definitions of sex and gender constructs;
and
• compare the theories on gender
development.

Perceptions on Gender
By Dr. Maureen Goldstein

What do you think of when you hear the word gender?
How many genders are there?
Is gender a biological or cultural fact?
Gender describes a particular behavior.

In the next stage—agricultural—the men and women
remained in one specific area to tend to crops where men
worked primarily in the fields and women performed child
care and domestic duties. These role assignments evolved
into a system of patriarchy supported by religious institutions
which perpetuated until the 20th century when the status quo
was questioned and challenged.

Gender is fixed.
What do you think of when you hear the term “homosexual?”
What do you think of when you hear the word
“heterosexual?”
What do you think of when you hear the word “transgender?”
Gender determines to whom we are attracted.
Do race and/or class have a connection to gender?
In Gender in World History, Peter N. Stearns provides a broad
study of the definitions of male and female and the assigned
roles according to social/ cultural bases. He explores the
concepts of masculinity and femininity in relation to how
societies function in family life, political institutions, and the
economy.
He traces the development of gender roles from the hunting/
gathering stage where men and women performed the same
tasks, often not together in a transient lifestyle that resulted
in low childbirth rates.

3

Simone de Beauvoir and The Second Sex
By Dr. Maureen Goldstein

Simone de Beauvoir

In the “Introduction” of The Second
Sex, the philosopher, Simone de
Beauvoir begins her analysis of
gender diﬀerences by asking “What
is a woman?” (xxi). Her observation
was woman is a womb which was
supported by perceptions of racial or
religious/ethnic stereotypes dating
back to Aristotle who believed
women were female because they
lacked certain qualities which render
them naturally defective (xx).

through the ideas surrounding the negative stereotypes of
Eve and Pandora which perpetuate female negative
stereotypes and present themselves as Subjects despite the
diﬃculties surrounding this path (xxxv). Many regard her text
as the “bible” of gender studies written in the mid- twentieth
century.

As a result, woman is deemed inferior to man. Later, St.
Thomas added that woman is “imperfect man… an incidental
being…a creature neither decisive nor constant (xxi).” From
this perspective, man is the “Absolute” (Subject) and woman
is the “Other” which creates a duality that extends to other
areas beyond sex throughout history(xxii).
She questions why women have accepted domination and
this reciprocity of master/slave but notes that some women
are pleased with this structure since laws written by men
provide a certain protection and security for them (xxvi). For
those women who would like to be regarded as more than
the “Other,” de Beauvoir asserts that women must break
4

Essay on Mary Daly-Fallen’s Exorcising Evil from
Eve: The Fall into Freedom
By Dr. Maureen Goldstein

Feminist theory has advanced
the Women’s Liberation
Movement in America during
the past fifty years. When Mary
Daly, considered a radical
feminist, published Beyond
God and the Father: Toward a
Philosophy of Women’s
Liberation in 1973, American
feminism was in its infancy,
Mary Daly-Fallen
and much sexism existed. Her
text is a scathing attack on
patriarchy dating back to the Biblical era. In the second
chapter, “Exorcising Evil from Eve,” she introduces her
feminist argument with two citations-one stating that women
destroyed man and the other equating women with witches
of insatiable lust. She then begins her main premise that the
story of Adam and Eve is not given enough consideration on
the long-term eﬀect of the male-female relationship
throughout history. Daly contends that this story has created
a severely negative image overall of the gender relationship
and specifically on the intrinsic nature of the female that has
persisted in the psychological perception of women.

Historically, the subjugated role of women has aﬀected the
social, political, and economic lives of all women. Daly
believes that ignoring the pervasive eﬀects of the Garden of
Eden story promoted the concept that sexual oppression is
not an issue, when it actually does exist. From her viewpoint,
instead of recognizing the behavior of Adam and Eve as a
weakness in all human nature, theologians (male dominated)
interpreted the situation as a superiority/inferiority issue.
Since Eve was created from Adam, and then she was the
temptress in the Garden, she automatically defined her role
as inferior and the cause of all evil in humankind. Adam is
also perceived in a denigrating manner since he appeared to
be gullible, and the entire perception of earthly happiness lies
in the distant past. This notion inhibits the idea of human
actualization.
From a psychoanalytic perspective, some critics feel that the
idea of fallen humankind disperses feelings of guilt,
frustration, hatred, and oppression. Daly sees the Christian
concept of self-abasement conflicting strongly with one’s
psychological need for acceptance and healthy relationships
with others. She bases all forms of oppression as stemming
from sexism. She summarizes these beliefs by referring to
traditional Judaism and Christianity that fosters the
patriarchal image, and she views original sin as the fall of
religion with Adam and Eve as the original sinners. With both
of these religions being male-dominated, the shift was made
to place the blame on Eve and the rest of womankind (Daly
44-45).
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Furthermore, Daly concurs with Elizabeth Cady Stanton, a
nineteenth century leading figure in the early women’s rights
movement, who concludes that phallic Christian ideology is
founded on the myth of feminine evil. This transforms into a
more profound perception since the male-dominated Church
represents God, and therefore, this perspective is attributed
to God as well. Accordingly, this image must be invalidated
primarily by women since they must disassociate themselves
from the shroud of evil and clearly recreate the entire
perception (47).
To this end, Daly continues by referring to a quote that
revises the phrase “the fall of man” to a more appropriate
renaming as the “fall of woman” since women had been
accused of all of life’s problems. This stance has fostered
and maintained dissension between the two genders, but
also within women themselves who have been brainwashed
by such a perception which can lead to allowing victimization
by both genders. Daly believes that victims are not always
aware that they are being victimized because their
psychological boundaries have been crossed, and they have
been manipulated into the invader’s mindset.
Consequently, women endure much inner conflict because
they wish to express themselves, but they fear by doing so,
they will be labeled rebellious by both men and women in a
sexist society and be relegated to the status of an outcast.
Daly sees patriarchal religion as magnifying this
phenomenon, and women who are conditioned to succumb
to theses sexist beliefs incur the scorn imposed on them
(48-49).

Thus, Daly sees women’s original sin as their “Internalization
of blame and guilt” (50), which identifies women’s
acceptance of their oppression, but she does not necessarily
blame them as the cause of sexism. Much of this stems from
conditioning and socialization inherited at birth; however, the
first step toward resolving the dilemma is realization of
sexism, and then a strong engagement toward change from a
devalued status that would resolve women’s negative selfimage resulting from sexual oppression (49).
In order to heal, Daly conceives both genders as being whole
and androgynous on a psychological level. Women must
“exorcise” patriarchy in their lives and dispel all of the
negative images involved in a paternalistic society. The
female would then transform from being objectified and
attain the ability to define herself. This transformation must
be continual and communal. It cannot be achieved solely on
an individual basis, and therefore, Daly promotes the idea of
female union into a “sisterhood” (51).
According to Daly, the removal of the shadow of sin and its
implication of oppression is more humanizing for both
genders because it allows females to resolve their internal
conflicts imposed by sexism and permits each gender to
achieve actualization. In order to achieve this ideal
psychological level and have women surpass the derogatory
labels attached to feminists by both males and some
females, Daly concedes that women must take action. When
this essay was published in 1973, there still existed a large
group of women who either from fear or lack of confidence
would not take a feminist stand. They avoided competing
6

with men and threatening the male ego on any level. Daly
sees this notion as a throwback to the Biblical belief in
original sin with all of its implications of historic conditioning.
She refers to various male authors who opposed selfabasement where women will staunchly support particular
causes but not their own toward autonomy. Her
recommendation is for females to foster pride and create a
new image including emotional independence that would
allow them to expand their potential in all areas of life. For
this reason, women must band together to move forward
(51-53).
In addition, Daly maintains that women must refuse to accept
patriarchy, and she addresses the method of action by
categorizing specific organizations/institutions that promote
sexism: antifeminism organizations defined by sexist
ideology/policies; organizations with direct and explicit rules
or bylaws; organizations with indirect/implied sexism (hidden
agenda); and political, humanist, and religious movements
which may address racism, classicism, etc., but not
patriarchy. Daly gives much attention to African-American
women whose oppression is greater than their white
counterparts, having its roots in slavery when white and
black men oppressed women. Daly understands how
militarism and sexism could be related since lack of
acknowledgement of sexism was so prevalent in her era that
some groups would resort to militarism to foster awareness
which may not have happened peacefully. The silent
majority needed a voice (54).

Next, Daly directs her argument toward church-related
universities which is complicated since universities are
supposed to foster intellectual, rational thinking whereas
churches are bound by laws-therein exist the complexities of
the dilemma. She particularly addresses sexism in the
Catholic Church regarding the issues of birth control and
abortion, and at that time, women were unable to hold any
ministerial positions (55-56).
To confront and resolve all of these sexist issues, Daly
promotes the formation of a sisterhood for revolution.
Breaking the hold of long-term conditioning of low selfesteem and victimization, along with strong denials to accept
biblical patriarchy and its aftermath must be made. Women
must no longer accept being the “scapegoats” of all evil as
well as being ‘the Other” to man (59-61).
Also, Daly alludes to the large scale burning of women as
witches by the Catholic Church which was supported in
Malleus Maleficarun written by two fifteenth century
Dominican priests who state “it is women who are chiefly
addicted to evil superstitions” and that “all witchcraft comes
from carnal lust, which is in women insatiable” (63). Daly
asserts that power is significant in understanding the
Church’s viewpoint-anything supernatural would threaten its
position.
Even midwives were regarded with suspicion because they
were believed to have had special powers. Although male
witches existed, they were not targeted as were innumerable
women based on the idea that witches are deviants, and
7

since all women are deviants in a patriarchy, consequently,
witches were primarily female (62-64).
In her contemporary society, Daly sees women being
institutionalized due to emotional issues as an equivalent to
the Inquisition. She describes the use of lobotomy as a
means of treatment for neurosis/psychoses even if it destroys
the part of the brain that controls creativity, a characteristic
unnecessary for women according to some psychiatrists in
the 1970s. Although modern women are not burned to
death, she feels they are psychologically altered by
lobotomies and other psycho-surgeries (65-66).

enable women to have equal social, political, and economic
opportunities. She is well-recognized as a member of the
vanguard during the late twentieth century feminist
movement. Thus, we must acknowledge Mary Daly and her
feminist “sisters” for their activism and publications that have
provided much progress toward equality for women today.

Therefore, women’s liberation will begin when females refuse
to comply with the prevailing standards of female deviance.
By joining forces with women of all classes, races, religion,
and ethics, women will rise above their stigma in patriarchy.
Daly sees the need for an immense “exorcism” of the role of
scapegoat as a result of the Fall (66).
Ironically, Daly concludes her arguments with a reference to
the word “witch” that originates from the word “wit” meaning
“to know.” She advocates women to use this positive
connotation as their mantra toward revolution rather than
focusing on the negative interpretation of duality and
witchcraft. All women should KNOW that they must not
accept the role of the second-class citizen, and they should
live their lives accordingly (66).
To the millennial reader, her militant language and tone may
seem excessive, but in the 1970’s, Daly and other feminists
believed this was the only approach that would eﬀectively
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The Theory of Domination in The Bonds of Love
By Dr. Maureen Goldstein

In The Bonds of Love,
psychoanalyst, Jessica Benjamin
“seeks to understand how
domination is anchored in the
hearts of the dominated” (5). She
questions the existence of
oppression of women in a
democracy and their willingness
Jessica Benjamin
to partake in this oppression, and
she exposes gender bias grounded in debilitating gender
distinctions which is disabling to men as well as women.
To begin her analysis of domination in this text, Benjamin
refers to Freud’s Civilization and Its Discontents when she
describes humans as distinctly aggressive beings who satisfy
this aggressiveness by abusing, robbing, humiliating,
torturing, and killing a victim. Freud accepts the analysis of
Hobbes dealing with the passions where domination has
been viewed as a psychological problem based on man’s
aggressive natural state. For Freud, laws are necessary to
protect us from our own belligerent nature. A thorough
investigation of human antagonism assures Freud that the
restraint required by civilization is more desirable than the
viciousness that reigns in the state of nature. From this
perspective, domination of some type is a natural
consequence (Benjamin 3-4).

Benjamin proceeds to question how this process of
domination occurs and operates. For her, the idea of
repression and power is just an external force imposed by
authority. In addition, the submissive person is a willing
servant to the dominated individual. To Benjamin, this
concept extends into the relationship between love and
domination, and she considers domination as a reciprocal
process since it includes the willing complicity of the
submissive individual as well as the idea that individuals are
bound together by love despite their natural opposition. This
love is toward those powerful beings who first demanded
obedience. Love and obedience do not negate oppression
but rather control it against the self. Obedience then
becomes an instrument of self-domination bound by
conscience, which civilization uses to master its propensity
toward aggression “in individuals by enfeebling it and setting
up an institution within their minds to keep watch over
it” (Freud 71). Here we see Freud’s basis for domination as a
problem of human relationships, the “interaction of the
psyche and the social life” (Benjamin 5), which must be
characterized beyond the terminology of aggression and civil
laws, “as an extension of the bonds of love” (5).
This pervasive complicit interactive process of love and
obedience, and domination and submission is not a new
issue. Benjamin refers to Dostoevsky in The Grand Inquisitor
where Christ appears on earth to oppose the corruption of
faith during the Inquisition. The Inquisitor justifies his actions
by the rationale: People do not wish for liberty and honesty,
but they prefer the supernatural and sovereignty. The anguish
caused by submission is voluntarily given to the church
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through the concept of redemption as an enticement, and it
is quite apparent that in other areas as well, such as social
and political, power can arouse dread and glorification at the
same time (5).

domination uses the notion of complementarity of subject
and object, and this polarity is the basis of the dualism of
autonomy and dependency, which ultimately leads to the
relationship of master and slave.

However, Benjamin maintains that Freud’s view does not
explain domination, but rather, it exemplifies the ideology that
makes domination inevitable. According to Freud and
subsequent theorists, the process of individuation for a boy
where his identity is formed, is accomplished through his
identification with the father who personifies independence
and desire. At the same time, there is a rejection of the
consuming dependency upon the mother. Benjamin
perceives these views as male dominated, with the man
possessing agency and the woman assuming the role of
nurturer. There is no conflict between the man and the
woman because woman’s subordination to man is natural. As
a result, the formerly accepted ideology on a conscious and
unconscious level was that women were inferior to men, and
this notion furnishes the justification of female acquiescence
to authority (7). By reexamining psychoanalytic theory and
feminist theory regarding gender relations and domination,
Benjamin exposes Freud’s psychological subordination of
women as merely an intricate process of psychic evolution.

This structure of domination extends from the relationship
between mother and infant into adult eroticism, from the
initial observance of the diﬀerence between mother and
father, to the universal conceptions of male and female in
society. Benjamin progresses from the struggle between
dependence and independence in infancy, to the antitheses
of power and submission in adult sexual life. She clarifies
how the terms masculinity and femininity have become
equated with the idea of master and slave, based on the
distinction of girls as objects and boys as subjects in the
principal psychoanalytic pattern of development (8).

Benjamin draws on Simone de Beauvoir’s analysis of how
Western culture has reduced woman’s sole purpose to be
that of a man’s essential Other, his opposite, “playing nature
to his reason, immanence to his transcendence, and
primordial oneness to his individuated separateness, and
object to his subject” (7). This construct of gender
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Chapter 2

Learning

After reading this chapter, students will be able
to:
• illustrate the diction employed that enhances
the themes of poetry;
• examine the representations of stereotyping of
race and class in fiction;
• identify consequences of the portrayal of
gender stereotyping;
• analyze the construct of the male self in
relation to others in society; and
• describe the dynamics between social forces
and the individual.

Section 1

Poetry
Persimmons

Chew the skin, suck it,

By Li-Young Lee

and swallow. Now, eat
the meat of the fruit,

In sixth grade Mrs. Walker

so sweet,

slapped the back of my head

all of it, to the heart.

and made me stand in the corner
for not knowing the diﬀerence

Li-Young Lee

Donna undresses, her stomach is white.

between persimmon and precision.

In the yard, dewy and shivering

How to choose

with crickets, we lie naked,
face-up, face-down.

persimmons. This is precision.

I teach her Chinese.

Ripe ones are soft and brown-spotted.

Crickets: chiu chiu. Dew: I’ve forgotten.

Sniﬀ the bottoms. The sweet one

Naked: I’ve forgotten.

will be fragrant. How to eat:

Ni, wo: you and me.

put the knife away, lay down newspaper.

I part her legs,

Peel the skin tenderly, not to tear the meat.

remember to tell her
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she is beautiful as the moon.

but watched the other faces.

Other words

My mother said every persimmon has a sun

that got me into trouble were

inside, something golden, glowing,

fight and fright, wren and yarn.

warm as my face.

Fight was what I did when I was frightened,
Fright was what I felt when I was fighting.

Once, in the cellar, I found two wrapped in newspaper,

Wrens are small, plain birds,

forgotten and not yet ripe.

yarn is what one knits with.

I took them and set both on my bedroom windowsill,

Wrens are soft as yarn.

where each morning a cardinal

My mother made birds out of yarn.

sang, The sun, the sun.

I loved to watch her tie the stuﬀ;
a bird, a rabbit, a wee man.

Finally understanding
he was going blind,

Mrs. Walker brought a persimmon to class

my father sat up all one night

and cut it up

waiting for a song, a ghost.

so everyone could taste

I gave him the persimmons,

a Chinese apple. Knowing

swelled, heavy as sadness,

it wasn’t ripe or sweet, I didn’t eat

and sweet as love.
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This year, in the muddy lighting

asks, Which is this?

of my parents’ cellar, I rummage, looking
for something I lost.

This is persimmons, Father.

My father sits on the tired, wooden stairs,
black cane between his knees,

Oh, the feel of the wolftail on the silk,

hand over hand, gripping the handle.

the strength, the tense

He’s so happy that I’ve come home.

precision in the wrist.

I ask how his eyes are, a stupid question.

I painted them hundreds of times

All gone, he answers.

eyes closed. These I painted blind.
Some things never leave a person:

Under some blankets, I find a box.

scent of the hair of one you love,

Inside the box I find three scrolls.

the texture of persimmons,

I sit beside him and untie

in your palm, the ripe weight.

three paintings by my father:
Hibiscus leaf and a white flower.
Two cats preening.
Two persimmons, so full they want to drop from the cloth.

Permission for republication granted by BOA Editions Ltd.

He raises both hands to touch the cloth,
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My Papa’s Waltz

You beat time on my head

By Theodore Roethke

With a palm caked hard by dirt,
Then waltzed me oﬀ to bed
Still clinging to your shirt.

The whiskey on your breath
Could make a small boy dizzy;

Theodore Roethke

But I hung on like death:
Such waltzing was not easy.

We romped until the pans
Slid from the kitchen shelf;
My mother’s countenance
Could not unfrown itself.

The hand that held my wrist
Was battered on one knuckle;
At every step you missed
My right ear scraped a buckle.

15

Section 2

Fiction

Toni Cade Bambara

For the first reading of Chapter 1’s Fiction
Section, tap here to read Toni Cade
Bambara’s (March 25, 1939-December 9,
1995) The Lesson. Bambara was an
African-American author, documentary
filmmaker, social activist, and college
professor whose work focused on issues
with black communities and feminism.

Next, watch the YouTube video below to listen to an audio
recording of Raymond Carver’s (May 25, 1938-August 2,
1988) The Father.

Raymond Carver’s The Father

The Story of X
By Lois Gould

Once upon a time, a Baby named X was born. It was named
X so that nobody could tell whether it was a boy or girl. Its
parents could tell, of course, but they couldn't tell anybody
else. They couldn't even tell Baby X - at least not until much,
much later.
You see, X was a part of a very important Secret Scientific
Xperiment known oﬃcially as Project Baby X. This Xperiment
was going to cost Xactly 23 billion dollars and 72 cents.
Which might seem like a lot for one Baby, even if it was an
important Secret Scientific Xperiment Baby. But when you
remember the cost of strained carrots, stuﬀed bunnies,
booster shots, 28 shiny quarters from the tooth fairy...you
begin to see how it adds up.
Long before Baby X was born, the smartest scientists had to
work out the secret details of the Xperiment and to write the
Oﬃcial Instruction Manual in secret code for Baby X's
parents, whoever they were. These parents had to be
selected very carefully. Thousands of people volunteered to
take thousands of tests with thousands of tricky questions.
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Almost everybody failed because it turned out almost
everybody wanted a boy or a girl and not a Baby X at all.
Also, almost everybody thought a Baby X would be more
trouble than a boy or girl. (They were right too!)
There were families with grandparents named Milton and
Agatha, who wanted the baby named Milton or Agatha
instead of X, even if it was an X. There were aunts who
wanted to knit tiny dresses and uncles who wanted to send
tiny baseball mitts. Worst of all, there were families with other
children who couldn't keep a Secret. Not if they knew the
Secret was worth 23 billion dollars and 72 cents - and all you
had to do was take one little peek at Baby X in the bathtub to
know what it was.
Finally, the scientists found the Joneses, who really wanted
to raise an X more than any other kind of baby - no matter
how much trouble it was. The Joneses promised to take
turns holding X, feeding X, and singing X to sleep. And they
promised never to hire any babysitters. The scientists knew
that a babysitter would probably peek at X in the bathtub,
too.
The day the Joneses brought their baby home, lots of friends
and relatives came to see it. And the first thing they asked
was, what kind of a baby X was.
When the Joneses said, "It's an X!" nobody knew what to
say. They couldn't say, "Look at her cute little dimples!" On
the other hand, they couldn't

say, "Look at his husky little biceps!" And they didn't feel
right about saying just plain "kitchy- coo". The relatives all
felt embarrassed about having an X in the family. "People will
think there's something wrong with it!" they whispered.
"Nonsense!" the Joneses said stoutly. "What could possibly
be wrong with this perfectly adorable X?"
Clearly, nothing at all was wrong. Nevertheless, the cousins
who had sent a tiny football helmet could not come and visit
any more. And the neighbors who sent a pink-flowered
romper suit pulled their shades down when the Joneses
passed their house.
The Oﬃcial Instruction Manual had warned the new parents
that this would happen, so they didn't fret about it. Besides,
they were too busy learning how to bring up Baby X. Ms. and
Mr. Jones had to be Xtra careful. If they kept bouncing it up
in the air and saying how strong and active it was, they'd be
treating it more like a boy than an X. But if all they did was
cuddle it and kiss it and tell it how sweet and dainty it was,
they'd be treating it more like a girl than an X. On page 1654
of the Oﬃcial Instruction Manual, the scientists prescribed:
"Plenty of bouncing and plenty of cuddling, both. X ought to
be strong and sweet and active. Forget about dainty
altogether".
There were other problems, too. Toys, for instance. And
clothes. On his first shopping trip, Mr. Jones told the store
clerk, "I need some things for a new baby". The clerk smiled
and said, "Well, now, is it a boy or a girl?" "It's an X," Mr.
Jones said, smiling back. But the clerk got all red in the face
and said huﬃly, "In that case, I'm afraid I can't help you, sir.î
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Mr. Jones wandered the aisles trying to find what X needed.
But everything was in sections marked BOYS or GIRLS:
"Boys' Pajamas" and "Girls' Underwear" and "Boys' Fire
Engines" and "Girls' Housekeeping Sets". Mr. Jones went
home without buying anything for X.
That night he and Ms. Jones consulted page 2326 of the
Oﬃcial Instruction Manual. It said firmly: "Buy plenty of
everything!" So they bought all kinds of toys. A boy doll that
made pee-pee and cried "Pa-Pa". And a girl doll that talked
in three languages and said, "I am the Pre-i-dent of Gen-er-al
Mo-tors". They bought a storybook about a brave princess
who rescued a handsome prince from his tower, and another
one about a sister and brother who grew up to be a baseball
star and a ballet star and you had to guess which.
The head scientists of Project Baby X checked all their
purchases and told them to keep up the good work. They
also reminded the Joneses to see page 4629 of the Manual
where it said, "Never make Baby X feel embarrassed or
ashamed about what it wants to play with. And if X gets dirty
climbing rocks, never say, "nice little Xes don't get dirty
climbing rocks".
Likewise, it said, "if X falls down and cries, never say, "Brave
little Xes don't cry. Because, of course, nice little Xes do get
dirty, and brave little Xes do cry. No matter how dirty X gets
or how hard it cries, don't worry. It's all part of the
Xperiment."
Whenever the Joneses pushed Baby X's stroller in the park,
smiling strangers would come over and coo: "is that a boy or

a girl?" The Joneses would smile back and say, "it's an X".
The stringers would stop smiling then and often snarl
something nasty - as if the Joneses had said something
nasty to them.
Once a little girl grabbed X's shovel in the sandbox and
zonked X on the head with it. "Now, now Tracy," the mother
began to scold, "little girls mustn't hit little - and she turned
to ask X, "Are you a little boy or a little girl, dear?" Mr. Jones,
who was sitting near the sandbox, held his breath and
crossed his fingers. X smiled politely, even though X's head
had never been zonked so hard in its life. "I'm a little X", said
X. "You're a what?" the lady exclaimed angrily. "You're a little
b-r-a-t, you mean!" "But little girls mustn't hit little Xes
either!" said X, retrieving the shove
l with another polite smile. "What good's hitting, anyway?"
X's father finally X-hailed, uncrossed his fingers, and grinned.
And at their next secret Project Baby X meeting,t he
scientists grinned, too. Baby X was doing fine.
But then it was time for X to start school. The Joneses were
really worried about this, because school was even more full
of rules for boys and girls, and there were no rules for Xes.
Teachers would tell boys to form a line, and girls to form
another line. There would be boys' games and girls' games,
and boys' secrets and girls' secrets. The school library would
have a list of recommended books for girls and a diﬀerent list
for boys. There would even be a bathroom marked BOYS
and another one marked GIRLS. Pretty soon, boys and girls
would hardly talk to each other. What would happen to poor
little X?
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The Joneses spent weeks consulting their Instruction
Manual. There were 249 pages of advice under "First Day of
School". Then they were all summoned to an Urgent Xtra
Special Conference with the smart scientists of Project Baby
X.
The scientists had to make sure that X's mother had taught X
how to throw and catch a ball properly, and that X's father
had been sure to teach X what to serve at a doll's tea party. X
had to know how to shoot marbles and jump rope and, most
of all, what to say when the other children asked whether X
was a boy or a girl.
Finally, X was ready. X's teacher had promised that the class
could line up alphabetically, instead of forming separate lines
for boys and girls. And X had permission to use the
principal's bathroom, because it wasn't marked anything
except BATHROOM. But nobody could help X with the
biggest problem of all - Other Children.
Nobody in X's class had ever known an X. Nobody had even
heard grown-ups say, "Some of my best friends are Xes".
What would other children think? Would they make Xist
jokes? or Would they make friends? You couldn't tell what X
was by its clothes. Overalls don't even button right to left,
like girls' clothes, or left to right, like boys' clothes. And did X
have a girl's short haircut or a boy's long haircut? As for the
games X liked, either X played ball very well for a girl, or else
played house very well for a boy.
The children tried to find out by asking X tricky questions, like
"who's your favorite sports star?" X had two favorite sports

stars: a girl jockey named Robyn Smith and a boy archery
champion named Robin Hood. Then they asked, "What's
your favorite TV show?" And X said: "Lassie" which stars a
girl dog played by a boy dog. When X said its favorite toy
was a doll, everyone decided that X must be a girl. But then
X said the doll was really a robot and that X had
computerized it and it was programmed to bake fudge and
then clean up the kitchen. After X told them that, they gave
up guessing what X was. All they knew was they'd like to see
X's doll.
After school, X wanted to play with the other children. "How
about shooting baskets in the gym?" X asked the girls. But all
they did was make faces and giggle behind X's back. "Boy, is
he weird," whispered Jim to Joe. "How about weaving some
baskets in the arts and crafts room?" X asked the boys. But
they all made faces and giggled behind X's back, too. "Boy,
is she weird," whispered Susie to Peggy.
That night, Ms. and Mr. Jones asked X how things had gone
at school. X tried to smile, but there were two big tears in its
eyes. "The lessons are okay," X began, "but...." "But?" said
Ms. Jones. "The Other Children hate me," X whispered.
"Hate you?" said Mr. Jones. X nodded, which made the two
big tears roll down and splash on its overalls. Once more, the
Joneses reached for their Instruction Manual. Under "Other
Children", it said: "What did you Xpect? Other Children have
to obey silly boy-girl rules, because their parents taught them
to. Lucky X - you don't have rules at all. All you have to do is
be yourself. P.S. We're not saying it'll be easy.

19

X liked being itself. But X cried a lot that night. So X's father
held X tight and cried a little too. X's mother cheered them up
with an Xciting story about an enchanted prince called
Sleeping Handsome, who woke up when Princess Charming
kissed him.
The next morning, they all felt much better, and little X went
back to school with a brave smile and a clean pair of red and
white checked overalls.
There was a seven-letter word spelling bee in class that day.
And a seven-lap boys' relay race in the gym. And a sevenlayer-cake baking contest in the girls' kitchen corner. X won
the spelling bee. X also won the relay race. And X almost won
the baking contest Xcept it forgot to light the oven.
(Remember nobody's perfect.)
One of the Other Children noticed something else, too. He
said: "X doesn't care about winning. X just thinks it's fun
playing boys' stuﬀ and girls' stuﬀ. "Come to think of it," said
another one of the Other Children. "X is having twice as
much fun as we are!"
After school that day, the girl who beat X in the baking
contest gave X a big slice of her winning cake. And the boy X
beat in the relay race asked X to race him home. From then
on, some really funny things began to happen.
Susie, who sat next to X, refused to wear pink dresses to
school any more. She wanted red and white checked overalls
- just like X's. Overalls, she told her parents, were better for
climbing monkey bars. Then Jim, the class football nut,

started wheeling his little sister's doll carriage around the
football field. He'd put on his entire football uniform, except
for the helmet. Then he'd put the helmet in the carriage,
lovingly tucked under an old set of shoulder pads. Then he'd
jog around the field, pushing the carriage and singing
"Rockabye Baby" to his helmet. He said X did the same
thing, so it must be okay. After all, X was the team's star
quarterback.
Susie's parents were horrified by her behavior, and Jim's
parents were worried sick about his. But the worst came
when the twins, Joe and Peggy, decided to share everything
with each other.
Peggy used Joe's hockey skates, and his microscope, and
took half his newspaper route. Joe used Peggy's needlepoint
kit, and her cookbooks, and took two of her three babysitting jobs. Peggy ran the lawn mower, and Joe ran the
vacuum cleaner. Their parents weren't one bit pleased with
Peggy's science experiments, or with Joe's terrific
needlepoint pillows. They didn't care that Peggy mowed the
lawn better, and that Joe vacuumed the carpet better. In fact,
they were furious. It's all that little X's fault, they agreed. X
doesn't know what it
is or what it's supposed to be! So X wants to mix everybody
else up, too!
Peggy and Joe were forbidden to play with X any more. So
was Susie and then Jim and then all the Other Children. But it
was too late. The Other Children stayed mixed up and happy
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and free and refused to go back to the way they'd been
before X.
Finally, the parents held an emergency meeting to discuss
"The X Problem". They sent a report to the principal stating
that X was a "bad influence" and demanding immediate
action. The Joneses, they said, should be forced to tell
whether X was a boy or a girl. And X should be force to
behave like whichever it was.
If the Joneses refused to tell, the parents said, then X must
take an Xamination. An Impartial Team of Xperts would Xtract
the secret. Then X would start obeying all the old rules. Or
else. And if X turned out to be some kind of mixed-up misfit,
then X must be Xpelled from school. Immediately! So that no
little Xes would ever come to school again. The principal was
very upset. Was X a bad influence? A mixed-up misfit? But X
was an Xcellent student! X set a fine Xample! X was
Xtraordinary! X was president of the student council, X had
won first prize in the art show, honorable mention in the
science fair, and six events on field day, including the potato
race.
Nevertheless, insisted the parents, X is a Problem Child. X is
the biggest problem child we have ever had! So the principal
reluctantly notified X's parents and the Joneses reported this
to the Project X scientists, who referred them to page 85769
of the Instruction Manual. "Sooner or later," it said, "X will
have to be Xamined by an Impartial Team of Xperts." "This
may be the only way any of us will know for sure whether X is
mixed up - or everyone else is."

At Xactly 9 o'clock the next day, X reported to the school
health oﬃce. The principal, along with a committee from the
Parents' Association, X's teacher, X's classmates, and Ms.
and Mr. Jones, waited in the hall outside. Inside, the Xperts
had set up their famous testing machine: the
Superpsychobiometer. Nobody knew Xactly how the machine
worked, but everybody knew that this examination would
reveal Xactly what everyone wanted to know about X, but
were afraid to ask.
It was terribly quiet in the hall. Almost spooky. They could
hear very strange noises from the room. There were buzzes.
And a beep or two. And several Bells. An occasional light
flashed under the door. Was it an X-ray? Through it all, you
could hear the Xperts' voices, asking questions, and X's
voice answering answers. I wouldn't like to be in X's overalls
right now, the children thought. At last, the door opened.
Everyone crowded around to hear the results. X didn't look
any diﬀerent. In fact, X was smiling. But the Impartial Team of
Xperts looked terrible. They looked as if they were crying!
"What happened?" everyone began shouting. "Sssh," sshed
the principal. "The Xperts are trying to speak." Wiping his
eyes and clearing his throat, one Xpert began: "In our
opinion," he whispered - you could tell he must be very upset
- "In our opinion, young X here- " "Yes! Yes!" shouted a
parent. "Young X," said the other Xpert, frowning, "is just
about the least mixed-up child we've ever Xamined!"
Xclaimed the two Xperts together. Behind the closed door,
the Superpsychamedicosocietymeter made a noise like a
contented hum. "Yay for X!" yelled one of the children. And

21

then the others began yelling, too. Clapping and cheering
and jumping up and down.
"SSSH!" SSShed the principal, but nobody did. The Parents'
Committee was angry and bewildered. How could X have
passed the whole Xamination? Didn't X have an identify
problem!
Wasn't X messed up at all! Wasn't X any kind of a misfit?
How could it not be, when it didn't even know what it was?

over to see X. They found X in the backyard, playing with a
very tiny baby that none of them had ever seen before. The
baby was wearing very tiny red and white checked overalls.
"How do you like our new baby?" X asked the Other Children
proudly. "It's got cute dimples," said Jim. "It's got husky
biceps, too," said Susie. "What kind of baby is it?" asked Joe
and Peggy. X frowned at them. "Can't you tell?" Then, X
broke into a big, mischievous grin. "It's a Y!"

"Don't you see?" asked the Xperts. "X isn't one bit mixed up!
As for being a misfit - ridiculous! X knows perfectly well what
it is! Don't you, X?" The Xperts winked. X winked back. "But
what is X?" shrieked Peggy and Joe's parents. "We still want
to know what it is!" "Ah, yes," said the Xperts, winking again.
"Well, don't worry. You'll all know one of these days. And you
won't need us to tell you."
"What? What do they mean?" Jim's parents grumbled
suspiciously. Susie and Peggy and Joe all answered at once.
"They mean that by the time it matters which sex X is, it
won't be a secret any more!" With that, the Xperts reached
out to hug Ms. and Mr. Jones. "If we ever have an X of our
own," they whispered, "we sure hope you'll lend us your
Instruction Manual."
Needless to say, the Joneses were very happy. The Project
Baby X scientists were rather pleased, too. So were Susie,
Jim, Peggy, Joe and all the Other Children. Even the parents
promised not to make any trouble. Later that day, all X's
friends put on their red and white checked overalls and went
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In the American Society
By Gish Jen

When my father took over the
pancake house, it was to send
my little sister Mona and me to
college. We were only in junior
high at the time, but my father
believed in getting a jump on
things. “Those Americans
always saying it,” he told us.
“Smart guys thinking in
advance.” My mother
elaborated, explaining that
Gish Jen
businesses took bringing up,
like children. They could take years to get going, she said,
years.
In this case, though, we got rich right away. At two months
we were breaking even, and at four, those same hotcakes
that could barely withstand the weight of butter and syrup
were supporting our family with ease. My mother bought a
station wagon with air conditioning, my father an oversized,
red vinyl recliner for the back room; and as time went on and
the business continued to thrive, my father started to talk
about his grandfather and the village he had reigned over in
China — things my father had never talked about when he
worked for other people. He told us about the bags of rice his
family would give out to the poor at New Year’s, and about

the people who came to beg, on their hands and knees, for
his grandfather to intercede for the more wayward of their
relatives.
“Like that Godfather in the movie,” he would tell us as, his
feet up, he distributed paychecks. Sometimes an employee
would get two green envelopes instead of one, which meant
that Jimmy needed a tooth pulled, say, or that Tiﬀany’s
husband was in the clinker again.
“It's nothing, nothing,” he would insist, sinking back into his
chair. “Who else is going to take care of you people?”
My mother would mostly just sigh about it. “Your father thinks
this is China,” she would say, and then she would go back to
her mending. Once in awhile, though, when my father had
given away a particularly large sum, she would exclaim,
outraged, “But this here is the U-S-of-A!” — this apparently
having been what she used to tell immigrant stock boys
when they came in late.
She didn’t work at the supermarket anymore; but she had
made it to the rank of manager before she left, and this had
given her not only new words and phrases, but new ideas
about herself, and about America, and about what was what
in general. She had opinions, now, on how downtown should
be zoned; she could pump her own gas and check her own
oil; and for all she used to chide Mona and me for being
“copycats,” she herself was now interested in espadrilles,
and wallpaper, and most recently, the town country club.
“So join already,” said Mona, flicking a fly oﬀ her knee.
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My mother enumerated the problems as she sliced up a
quarter round of watermelon: there was the cost. There was
the waiting list. There was the fact that no one in our family
played either tennis or golf.
“So what?” said Mona.
“It would be waste,” said my mother.
“Me and Callie can swim in the pool.”
“Plus you need that recommendation letter from a member.”
“Come on,” said Mona. “Annie’s mom’d write you a letter in a
sec.
My mother’s knife glinted in the early summer sun. I spread
some more newspaper on the picnic table.
“Plus you have to eat there twice a month. You know what
that means.” My mother cut another, enormous slice of fruit.
“No, I don’t know what that means," said Mona.
“It means Dad would have to wear a jacket, dummy,” I said.
“Oh! Oh! Oh!” said Mona, clasping her hand to her breast.
“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!”
We all laughed: my father had no use for nice clothes, and
would wear only ten-year-old shirts, with grease-spotted
pants, to show how little he cared what anyone thought.
“Your father doesn’t believe in joining the American society,”
said my mother. “He wants to have his own society.”

“So go to dinner without him.” Mona shot her seeds out in
long arcs over the lawn. “Who cares what he thinks?”
But of course we all did care, and knew my mother could not
simply up and as she pleased. For in my father’s mind, a
family ou'ed its head a degree of loyalty that left no room for
dissent. To embrace what he embraced was to love; and to
embrace something else was to betray him.
He demanded a similar sort of loyalty of his workers, whom
he treated more like servants than employees. Not in the
beginning, of course. In the beginning all he wanted was for
them to keep on doing what they used to do, and to that end
he concentrated mostly on leaving them alone. As the
months passed, though, he expected more and more of
them, with the result that for all his largesse, he began to
have trouble keeping help. The cooks and busboys
complained that he asked them to fix radiators and trim
hedges, not only at the restaurant, but at our house; the
waitresses that he sent them on errands and made them
chauﬀeur him around. Our head waitress, Gertrude, claimed
that he once even asked her to scratch his back.
“It’s not just the blacks don’t believe in slavery,” she said
when she quit.
My father never quite registered her complaint, though, nor
those of the others who left. Even after Eleanor quit, then
Tiﬀany, then Gerald, and Jimmy, and even his best cook,
Eureka Andy, for whom he had bought new glasses, he
remained mostly convinced that the fault lay with them.
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“All they understand is that assembly line,” he lamented.
“Robots, they are. They want to be robots.”
There were occasions when the clear running truth seemed
to eddy, when he would pinch the vinyl of his chair up into
little peaks and wonder if he were doing things right. But with
time he would always smooth the peaks back down; and
when business started to slide in the spring, he kept on like a
horse in his ways.
By the summer our dishboy was overwhelmed with scraping.
It was no longer just the hashbrowns that people were
leaving for trash, and the service was as bad as the food. The
waitresses served up French pancakes instead of German,
apple juice instead of orange, spilt things on laps, on coats.
On the Fourth of July some greenhorn sent an entire side of
fries slaloming down a lady’s massif centrale. Meanwhile in
the back room, my father labored through articles on the
economy.
“What is housing starts?” he puzzled. “What is GNP?”
Mona and I did what we could, filling in as busgirls and
bookkeepers and, one afternoon, stuﬃng the comments box
that hung by the cashier’s desk. That was Mona’s idea. We
rustled up a variety of pens and pencils, checked boxes for
an hour, smeared the cards up with coﬀee and grease, and
waited. It took a few days for my father to notice that the box
was full, and he didn’t say anything about it for a few days
more. Finally, though, he started to complain of fatigue; and
then he began to complain that the staﬀ was not what it

could be. We encouraged him in this — pointing out, for
instance, how many dishes got chipped — but in the end all
that happened was that, for the first time since we took over
the restaurant, my father got it into his head to fire someone.
Skip, a skinny busboy who was saving up for a sports car,
said nothing as my father mumbled on about the price of
dishes. My father’s hands shook as he wrote out the
severance check; and he spent the rest of the day napping in
his chair once it was over.
As it was going on midsummer, Skip wasn’t easy to replace.
We hung a sign in the window and advertised in the paper,
but no one called the first week, and the person who called
the second didn’t show up for his interview. The third week
my father phoned Skip to see if he would come back, but a
friend of his had already sold him a Corvette for cheap.
Finally a Chinese guy named Booker turned up. He couldn’t
have been more than thirty, and was wearing a lighthearted
seersucker suit, but he looked as though life had him pinned:
his eyes were bloodshot and his chest sunken, and the
muscles of his neck seemed to strain with the eﬀort of
holding his head up. In a single dry breath he told us that he
had never bussed tables but was willing to learn, and that he
was on the lam from the deportation authorities.
"I do not want to lie to you,” he kept saying. He had come to
the United States on a student visa, had run out of money,
and was now in a bind. He was loath to go back to Taiwan,
as it happened — he looked up at this point, to be sure my
father wasn’t pro-KMT — but all he had was a phony social
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security card and a willingness to absorb all blame, should
anything untoward come to pass.

it drop that our mother wanted to join. Mrs. Lardner came by
the very next day.

“I do not think, anyway, that it is against law to hire me, only
to be me,” he said, smiling faintly.

“Why, I’d be honored and delighted to write you people a
letter,” she said. Her skirt billowed around her.

Anyone else would have examined him on this, but my father
conceived of laws as speed bumps rather than curbs. He
wiped the counter with his sleeve, and told Booker to report
the next morning.

“Thank you so much,” said my mother. “But it’s too much
trouble for you..also my husband is...”

“Anything you want me to do, I will do.”

“Oh, it’s no trouble at all, no trouble at all. I tell you.” She
leaned forward so that her chest freckles showed. “I know
just how it is. It’s a secret of course, but you know, my
natural father was Jewish. Can you see it? Just look at my
skin...I’d be honored and delighted,” said Mrs. Lardner with a
little wave of her hand. “Just honored and delighted.”

My father nodded.

Mona was triumphant.

Booker seemed to sink into himself for a moment. “Thank
you, he said finally. “I am appreciate your help. I am very, very
appreciate for everything. He reached out to shake my
father’s hand.

“See, Mom,” she said, waltzing around the kitchen after Mrs.
Lardner left. “What did I tell you? ‘I’m just honored and
delighted, honored and delighted.’” She waved her hands in
the air.

My father looked at him.

“You know, the Chinese have a saying,” said my mother. “To
do nothing is better than to overdo. You mean well, but you
tell me now what will happen.”

“I will be good worker," said Booker.
“Good,” said my father.

“Did you eat today?” he asked in Mandarin.
Booker pulled at the hem of his jacket.
Sit down,” said my father. “Please, have a seat.”
My father didn’t tell my mother about Booker, and my mother
didn’t tell my father about the country club. She would never
have applied, except that Mona, while over at Annie’s, had let

“I’ll talk Dad into it,” said Mona, still waltzing. “Or 1 bet Callie
can. He’ll do anything Callie says.”
“I can try, anyway,” I said.
“Did you hear what I said?” said my mother. Mona bumped
into the broom
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closet door.
“You’re not going to talk anything; you’ve already made
enough trouble.”
She started on the dishes with a clatter. Mona poked
diﬃdently at a mop. I sponged oﬀ the counter.
“Anyway,” I ventured. “I bet our name’ll never 55 even come
up.”
“That’s if we’re lucky,” said my mother.
“There’s all these people waiting,” I said.
“Good,” she said. She started on a pot.
I looked over at Mona, who was still cowering in the broom
closet.
“In fact, there’s some black family’s been waiting so long,
they’re going to sue,” I said.
My mother turned oﬀ the water.
“Where’d you hear that?”
“Patty told me.”
She turned the water back on, started to wash a dish, then
put it back down and shut the faucet.
“I’m sorry,” said Mona.
“Forget it,” said my mother. “Just forget it.”

Booker turned out to be a model worker, whose boundless
gratitude translated into a willingness to do anything. As he
also learned quickly, he soon knew not only how to bus, but
how to cook, and how to wait table, and how to keep the
books. He fixed the walk-in door so that it stayed shut,
reupholstered the torn seats in the dining room, and devised
a system for tracking inventory.
The only stone in the rice was that he tended to be sickly;
but, reliable even in illness, he would always send a friend to
take his place. In this way we got to know Ronald, Lynn, Dirk,
and Cedric, all of whom, like Booker, had problems with their
legal status and were anxious to please. They weren’t all as
capable as Booker, though, with the exception of Cedric,
whom my father often hired even when Booker was well. A
round wag of a man who called Mona and me shouhou —
skinny monkeys — he was a professed nonsmoker who was
nevertheless always begging drags oﬀ of other people’s
cigarettes. This last habit drove our head cook, Fernando,
crazy, especially since, when refused a hit, Cedric would
occasionally snitch one. Winking impishly at Mona and me,
he would steal up to an ashtray, take a quick puﬀ, and then
break out laughing so that the smoke came rolling out of his
mouth in a great incriminatory cloud. Fernando accused him
of stealing fresh cigarettes too, even whole packs.
“Why else do you think he’s weaseling around in the back of
the store all the time,” he said. His face was blotchy with
anger. “The man is a frigging thief."
Other members of the staﬀ supported him in this contention
and joined in on an “Operation Identification,” which involved
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numbering and initialing their cigarettes — even though what
they seemed to fear for wasn’t so much their cigarettes as
their jobs. Then one of the cooks quit; and rather than
promote someone, my father hired Cedric for the position.

He grabbed Cedric by the collar.

Rumors flew that he was taking only half the normal salary,
that Alex had been pressured to resign, and that my father
was looking for a position with which to placate Booker, who
had been bypassed because of his health. The result was
that Fernando categorically refused to work with Cedric.

At this Fernando punched Cedric in the mouth; and the
words he had just uttered notwithstanding, my father fired
him on the spot. With everything that was happening, Mona
and I were ready to be getting out of the restaurant. It was
almost time: the days were still stuﬀy with summer, but our
window shade had started flapping in the evening as if
gearing up to go out. That year the breezes were full of salt,
as they sometimes were when they came in from the East,
and they blew anchors and docks through my mind like so
many tumbleweeds, filling my dreams with wherries and
lobsters and grainy-faced men who squinted, day in and day
out, at the sky.

“The only way I’ll cook with that piece of slime,” he said,
shaking his huge tattooed fist, “is if it’s his ass frying on the
grill.”
My father cajoled and cajoled, to no avail, and in the end was
simply forced to put them on diﬀerent schedules.
The next week Fernando got caught stealing a carton of
minute steaks. My father would not tell even Mona and me
how he knew to be standing by the back door when
Fernando was on his way out, but everyone suspected
Booker. Everyone but Fernando, that is, who was sure Cedric
had been the tip-oﬀ. My father held a staﬀ meeting in which
he tried to reassure everyone that Alex had left on his own,
and that he had no intention of firing anyone. But though he
was careful not to mention Fernando, everyone was so
amazed that he was being allowed to stay that Fernando was
incensed nonetheless.
“Don’t you all be putting your bug eyes on me,” he said.
“He’s the frigging crook.”

Cedric raised an eyebrow.
“Cook, you mean,” he said.

It was time for a change, you could feel it; and yet the
pancake house was the same as ever. The day before school
started my father came home with bad news.
“Fernando called police,” he said, wiping his hand on his
pant leg.
My mother naturally wanted to know what police; and so with
much toughing and hawing, the long story began, the latest
installment of which had the police calling immigration, and
immigration sending an investigator. My mother sat stiﬀ as
whalebone as my father described how the man summarily
reused lunch on the house and how my father had admitted,
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under pressure, that be knew there were “things” about his
workers.

“So what else I should do?” My father threw up his hands.
“Those are my boys.”

“So now what happens?”

“Your boys!” exploded my mother. “What about your family?
What about your wife?”

My father didn’t know.
“Booker and Cedric went with him to the jail,” he said. “But
me, here I am.” He laughed uncomfortably.
The next day my father posted bail for “his boys” and waited
apprehensively for something to happen. The day after that
he waited again, and the day after that he called our
neighbor’s law student son, who suggested my father call the
immigration department under an alias. My father took his
advice; and it was thus that he discovered that Booker was
right: it was illegal for aliens to work, but it wasn’t to hire
them.
In the happy interval that ensued, my father apologized to my
mother, who in turn confessed about the country club, for
which my father had no choice but to forgive her. Then he
turned his attention back to “his boys.” My mother didn’t see
that there was anything to do.

My father took a long sip of tea.
“You know,” he said finally. “In the war my father sent our
cook to the soldiers to use. He always said it — the province
comes before the town, the town comes before the family.”
“A restaurant is not a town,” said my mother.
My father sipped at his tea again.
“You know, when I first come to the United States, I also had
to hide-and-seek with those deportation guys. If people did
not helping me, I’m not here today.”
My mother scrutinized her hem. After a minute I volunteered
that before seeing a judge, he might try a lawyer. He turned.
“Since when did you become so afraid like your mother?”

“I like to talking to the judge,” said my father.

I started to say that it wasn’t a matter of fear, but he cut me
oﬀ.

“This is not China,” said my mother.

“What I need today,” he said, “is a son.”

“I’m only talking to him. I’m not give him money unless he
wants it.”

My father and I spent the better part of the next day standing
in lines at the immigration oﬃce. He did not get to speak to a
judge, but with much persistence he managed to speak to a
judge’s clerk, who tried to persuade him that it was not her

“You’re going to land up in jail.”
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place to extend him advice. My father, though, shamelessly
plied her with compliments and oﬀers of free pancakes until
she finally conceded that she personally doubted anything
would happen to either Cedric or Booker.
“Especially if they’re ‘needed workers,’ ” she said, rubbing at
the red marks her glasses left on her nose.
She yawned.
“Have you thought about sponsoring them to become
permanent residents?”
Could he do that? My father was overjoyed. And what if he
saw to it right away? Would she perhaps put in a good word
with the judge?
She yawned again, her nostrils flaring.
“Don’t worry,” she said. “They’ll get a fair hearing.”
My father returned jubilant. Booker and Cedric hailed him as
their savior, their Buddha incarnate. He was like a father to
them, they said; and laughing and clapping, they made him
tell the story over and over, sorting over the details like
jewels. And how old was the assistant judge? And what did
she say?
That evening my father tipped the paperboy a dollar and
bought a pot of mums for my mother, who suﬀered them to
he placed on the dining room table. The next night he took us
all out to dinner. Then on Saturday, Mona found a letter on
my father’s chair at the restaurant.

Dear Mr. Chang,
You are the grat boss. But, we do not like to trial, so will
runing away now. Plese to excus us. People saying the law in
America is fears like dragon.
Here is only $140. We hope some day we can pay back the
rest bale. You will getting interest, as you diserving, so grat a
boss you are. Thank you for every thing. In next life you will
be burn in rich family, with no more pancaks.
Yours truley,
Booker + Cedric
In the weeks that followed my father went to the pancake
house for crises, but otherwise hung around our house,
fiddling idly with the sump pump and boiler in an eﬀort, he
said, to get ready for winter. It was as though he had gone
into retirement, except that instead of moving South, he had
moved to the basement. He even took to showering my
mother with little attentions, and to calling her “old girl," and
when we finally heard that the club had entertained all the
applications it could for the year, he was so sympathetic that
he seemed more disappointed than my mother.
Mrs. Lardner tempered the bad news with an invitation to a
bon voyage bash she was throwing for a friend of hers who
was going to Greece for six months.
“Do come,” she urged. “You’ll meet everyone, and then, you
know, if things open up in the spring . . .” She waved her
hands.
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My mother wondered if it would be appropriate to show up at
a party for someone they didn’t know, but “the honest truth”
was that this was an annual aﬀair.
“If it’s not Greece, it’s Antibes,” sighed Mrs. Lardner. “We
really just do it because his wife left him and his daughter
doesn’t speak to him, and poor Jeremy just feels so
unloved.”
She also invited Mona and me to the going on, as “demiguests” to keep Annie out of the champagne. I wasn’t too
keen on the idea, but before I could say anything, she had
already thanked us for so generously agreeing to honor her
with our presence.
“A pair of little princesses, you are!” she told us. “A pair of
princesses!”
The party was that Sunday. On Saturday, my mother took my
father out shopping for a suit. As it was the end of
September, she insisted that he buy a worsted rather than a
seersucker, even though it was only ten, rather than fifty
Percent oﬀ. My father protested that it was as hot out as
ever, which was true — a thick Indian summer had cozied
murderously up to us — but to no avail. Summer clothes,
said my mother, were not properly worn after Labor Day.
The suit was unfortunately as extravagant in length as it was
in price, which posed an additional quandary, since the tailor
wouldn’t be in until Monday. The salesgirl, though, found a
way of tacking it up temporarily.

“Just don’t take your jacket oﬀ,” said the salesgirl.
He gave her a tip before they left, but when he got home
refused to remove the price tag.
“I like to asking the tailor about the size,” he insisted.
“You mean you’re going to wear it and then return it?” Mona
rolled her eyes.
“I didn’t say I’m return it,” said my father stiﬄy. “I like to
asking the tailor, that’s all.”
The party started oﬀ swimmingly, except that most people
were wearing bermudas or wrap skirts. Still, my parents
carried on, sharing with great feeling the complaints about
the heat. Of course my father tried to eat a cracker full of
shallots and burnt himself in an attempt to help Mr. Lardner
turn the coals of the barbeque; but on the whole he seemed
to be doing all right. Not nearly so well as my mother, though,
who had accepted an entire cupful of Mrs. Lardner’s magic
punch, and seemed indeed to be under some spell. As Mona
and Annie skirmished over whether some boy in their class
inhaled when he smoked, I watched my mother take oﬀ her
shoes, laughing and laughing as a man with a beard regaled
her with Navy stories by the pool. Apparently he had been
stationed in the Orient and remembered a few words of
Chinese, which made my mother laugh still more. My father
excused himself to go to the men’s room then drifted back
and weighed anchor at the hors d’oeuvres table, while my
mother sailed on to a group of women, who tinkled at length

“Maybe this suit not fit me,” fretted my father.
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over the clarity of her complexion. I dug out a book I had
brought.
Just when I’d cracked the spine, though, Mrs. Lardner came
by to bewail her shortage of servers. Her caterers were
criminals, I agreed; and the next thing I knew I was handing
out bits of marine life, making the rounds as amicably as I
could.
“Here you go, Dad,” I said when I got to the hors d’oeuvres
table.
“Everything is fine,” he said.
I hesitated to leave him alone; but then the man with the
beard zeroed in on him, and though he talked of nothing but
my mother, I thought it would be okay to get back to work.
Just that moment, though, Jeremy Brothers lurched our way,
an empty, albeit corked, wine bottle in hand. He was a slim,
well-proportioned man, with a Roman nose and small eyes
and a nice manly jaw that he allowed to hang agape.

“Would you have a word with it, please?” said Jeremy. The
man with the beard excused himself. “Would you please have
a goddamned word with it?”
My father laughed uncomfortably.
“Ah!” Jeremy bowed a little. “Excuse me, excuse me, excuse
me. You are not my man, not my man at all.” He bowed again
and started to leave, but then circled back. “Viticulture is not
your forte, yes I can see that, see that plainly. But may I
trouble you on another matter? Forget the damned bottle.”
He threw it into the pool, and winked at the people he
splashed.
“I have another matter. Do you speak Chinese?"
My father said he did not, but Jeremy pulled out a
handkerchief with some characters on it anyway, saying that
his daughter had sent it from Hong Kong and that he thought
the characters might be some secret message.

"Hello,” he said drunkenly. “Pleased to meet you.”

“Long life,” said my father.

“Pleased to meeting you,” said my father.

“But you haven’t looked at it yet.”

“Right,” said Jeremy. “Right. Listen. I have this bottle here,
this most recalcitrant bottle. You see that it refuses to do my
bidding. I bid it open sesame, please, and it does nothing.”

“I know what it says without looking.” My father winked at
me.

He pulled the cork out with his teeth, then turned the bottle
upside down.

“Yes, I do.”

My father nodded.

“You do?”

“You’re making fun of me, aren’t you?”
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“No, no, no,” said my father, winking again.

“Okay,” said my father.

“Who are you anyway?” said Jeremy.
His smile fading, my father shrugged.

As Mrs. Lardner glided oﬀ, Jeremy clapped his arm over my
father’s shoulders. “You know, I really am quite sorry, quite
sorry.”

“Who are you?”

My father nodded.

My father shrugged again.

“What can I do, how can I make it up to you?”

Jeremy began to roar. “This is my party, my party, and I’ve
never seen you before in my life.” My father backed up as
Jeremy came toward him. Who are you! WHO ARE YOU?"

“No thank you.”

Just as my father was going to step back into the pool, Mrs.
Lardner came running up. Jeremy informed her that there
was a man crashing his party.
“Nonsense,” said Mrs. Lardner. “This is Ralph Chang, who I
invited extra especially so he could meet you.” She
straightened the collar of Jeremy’s peach-colored polo shirt
for him.
“Yes, well we’ve had a chance to chat," said Jeremy.

“No, tell me, tell me,” wheedled Jeremy. “Tickets to casino
night?” My father shook his head. “You don’t gamble. Dinner
at Bartholomew’s?”
My father shook his head again.
“You don’t eat.” Jeremy scratched his chin. “You know, my
wife was like you. Old Annabelle could never let me make
things up — never, never, never, never, never."
My father wriggled out from under his arm.

“I do apologize,” he said finally.

“How about sport clothes? You are rather overdressed, you
know, excuse me for saying so. But here.” He took oﬀ his
polo shirt and folded it up. “You can have this with my most
profound apologies.” He ruﬄed his chest hairs with his free
hand.

My father didn’t say anything.

“No thank you," said my father.

She whispered in his ear; he mumbled something; she
whispered something more.

“I do.” Jeremy seemed genuinely contrite. “Doubtless you’ve
seen drunks before, haven’t you? You must have them in
China.”
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“No, take it, take it. Accept my apologies.” He thrust the shirt
into my father’s arms. “I’m so very sorry, so very sorry.
Please, try it on.”
Helplessly holding the shirt, my father searched the crowd for
my mother.
“Here, I’ll help you oﬀ with your coat.”
My father froze.
Jeremy reached over and took his jacket oﬀ. “Milton’s one
hundred twenty-five dollars reduced to one hundred twelvefifty,” he read. “What a bargain, what a bargain!”

My father flung the polo shirt into the water with such force
that part of it bounced back up into the air like a fluorescent
fountain. Then it settled into a soft heap on top of the water.
My mother hurried up.
“You’re a sport!” said Jeremy, suddenly breaking into a smile
and slapping my father on the back. “You’re a sport! I like
that. A man with spirit, that’s what you are. A man with
panache. Allow me to return to you your jacket.” He handed
it back to my father. “Good value you got on that, good
value.”
My father hurled the coat into the pool too.

“Please give it back,” pleaded my father. “Please.”

“We’re leaving,” he said grimly. “Leaving!”

“Now for your shirt,” ordered Jeremy.

“Now, Ralphie,” said Mrs. Lardner, bustling up; but my father
was already stomping oﬀ.

Heads began to turn.
“Take oﬀ your shirt.”
“I do not take orders like a servant,” announced my father.
“Take oﬀ your shirt, or I'm going to throw this jacket right into
the pool, just right into this little pool here.” Jeremy held it
over the water.
“Go ahead.”
“One hundred twelve-fifty,” taunted Jeremy. “One hundred
twelve . . .”

“Get your sister,” he told me. To my mother: “Get your
shoes.”
“That was great, Dad,” said Mona as we walked down to the
car. “You were stupendous."
"Way to show 'em,” I said.
“What?” said my father oﬀhandedly.
Although it was only just dusk, we were in a gulch, which
made it hard to see anything except the gleam of his white
shirt moving up the hill ahead of us.
“It was all my fault,” began my mother.
34

“Forget it,” said my father grandly. Then he said, “The only
trouble is I left those keys in my jacket pocket.”
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writer and professor of English at Cornell
University.

“Oh no,” said Mona.
"Oh no is right,” said my mother.
“So we’ll walk home,” I said.
“But how’re we going to get into the house," said Mona.
The noise of the party churned through the silence.
“Someone has to going hack,” said my father.
“Let’s go to the pancake house first,” suggested my mother.
“We can wait there until the party is finished, and then call
Mrs. Lardner."
Having all agreed that that was a good plan, we started
walking again.
“God, just think,” said Mona. “We’re going to have to dive for
them.”
My father stopped a moment. We waited.
“You girls are good swimmers,” he said finally. “Not like me.”
Then his shirt started moving again, and we trooped up the
hill after it, into the dark.
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The Yellow Wallpaper
By Charlotte Perkins Gilman

It is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and
myself secure ancestral halls for the summer.
A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a
haunted house, and reach the height of romantic felicity—but
that would be asking too much of fate!
Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about
it.
Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood
so long untenanted?
John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in
marriage.
John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with
faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoﬀs openly
at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in
figures.
John is a physician, and perhaps—(I would not say it to a
living soul, of course, but this is dead paper and a great relief
to my mind)—perhaps that is one reason I do not get well
faster.
You see he does not believe I am sick!
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And what can one do?
If a physician of high standing, and one's own husband,
assures friends and relatives that there is really nothing the
matter with one but temporary nervous depression—a slight
hysterical tendency—what is one to do?
My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing, and
he says the same thing.

think of English places that you read about, for there are
hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of separate
little houses for the gardeners and people.
There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden--large
and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and lined with long
grape-covered arbors with seats under them.
There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.

So I take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and
tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and am
absolutely forbidden to "work" until I am well again.

There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the
heirs and coheirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for
years.

Personally, I disagree with their ideas.

That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid, but I don't care—
there is something strange about the house—I can feel it.

Personally, I believe that congenial work, with excitement and
change, would do me good.
But what is one to do?
I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me
a good deal—having to be so sly about it, or else meet with
heavy opposition.
I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less
opposition and more society and stimulus--but John says the
very worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I
confess it always makes me feel bad.
So I will let it alone and talk about the house.
The most beautiful place! It is quite alone standing well back
from the road, quite three miles from the village. It makes me

I even said so to John one moonlight evening but he said
what I felt was a draught, and shut the window.
I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes I'm sure I
never used to be so sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous
condition.
But John says if I feel so, I shall neglect proper self-control;
so I take pains to control myself—before him, at least, and
that makes me very tired.
I don't like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that
opened on the piazza and had roses all over the window, and
such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would
not hear of it.
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He said there was only one window and not room for two
beds, and no near room for him if he took another.
He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without
special direction.
I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he
takes all care from me, and so I feel basely ungrateful not to
value it more.
He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to
have perfect rest and all the air I could get. "Your exercise
depends on your strength, my dear," said he, "and your food
somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the
time. ' So we took the nursery at the top of the house.
It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that
look all ways, and air and sunshine galore. It was nursery first
and then playroom and gymnasium, I should judge; for the
windows are barred for little children, and there are rings and
things in the walls.
The paint and paper look as if a boys' school had used it. It is
stripped oﬀ--the paper in great patches all around the head
of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a great place
on the other side of the room low down. I never saw a worse
paper in my life.
One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing
every artistic sin.

you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance they
suddenly commit suicide—plunge oﬀ at outrageous angles,
destroy themselves in unheard of contradictions.
The color is repellent, almost revolting; a smouldering
unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turning sunlight.
It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur
tint in others.
No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I
had to live in this room long.
There comes John, and I must put this away,--he hates to
have me write a word.
****
We have been here two weeks, and I haven't felt like writing
before, since that first day.
I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery,
and there is nothing to hinder my writing as much as I please,
save lack of strength.
John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases
are serious.
I am glad my case is not serious!
But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.

It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced
enough to constantly irritate and provoke study, and when
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John does not know how much I really suﬀer. He knows there
is no reason to suﬀer, and that satisfies him.
Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not
to do my duty in any way!
I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and
comfort, and here I am a comparative burden already!
Nobody would believe what an eﬀort it is to do what little I
am able,—to dress and entertain, and order things.
It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear
baby!
And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous.
I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at
me so about this wall-paper!
At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said
that I was letting it get the better of me, and that nothing was
worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.
He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be
the heavy bedstead, and then the barred windows, and then
that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on.
"You know the place is doing you good," he said, "and really,
dear, I don't care to renovate the house just for a three
months' rental."
"Then do let us go downstairs," I said, "there are such pretty
rooms there."

Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little
goose, and said he would go down to the cellar, if I wished,
and have it whitewashed into the bargain.
But he is right enough about the beds and windows and
things.
It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish, and,
of course, I would not be so silly as to make him
uncomfortable just for a whim.
I'm really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid
paper.
Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious
deepshaded arbors, the riotous old-fashioned flowers, and
bushes and gnarly trees.
Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little
private wharf belonging to the estate. There is a beautiful
shaded lane that runs down there from the house. I always
fancy I see people walking in these numerous paths and
arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy
in the least. He says that with my imaginative power and
habit of story-making, a nervous weakness like mine is sure
to lead to all manner of excited fancies, and that I ought to
use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So I try.
I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a
little it would relieve the press of ideas and rest me.
But I find I get pretty tired when I try.

39

It is so discouraging not to have any advice and
companionship about my work. When I get really well, John
says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit;
but he says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case
as to let me have those stimulating people about now.

The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious,
however, for we had to bring it all from downstairs. I suppose
when this was used as a playroom they had to take the
nursery things out, and no wonder! I never saw such ravages
as the children have made here.

I wish I could get well faster.

The wall-paper, as I said before, is torn oﬀ in spots, and it
sticketh closer than a brother—they must have had
perseverance as well as hatred.

But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it
knew what a vicious influence it had!
There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken
neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside down.
I get positively angry with the impertinence of it and the
everlastingness. Up and down and sideways they crawl, and
those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere There is one
place where two breaths didn't match, and the eyes go all up
and down the line, one a little higher than the other.
I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before,
and we all know how much expression they have! I used to
lie awake as a child and get more entertainment and terror
out of blank walls and plain furniture than most children
could find in a toy-store.
I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big, old
bureau used to have, and there was one chair that always
seemed like a strong friend.

Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the
plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this great heavy
bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been
through the wars.
But I don't mind it a bit—only the paper.
There comes John's sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so
careful of me! I must not let her find me writing.
She is a perfect and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for
no better profession. I verily believe she thinks it is the writing
which made me sick!
But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way oﬀ
from these windows.
There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded
winding road, and one that just looks oﬀ over the country. A
lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.

I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce I
could always hop into that chair and be safe.
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This wall-paper has a kind of sub-pattern in a, diﬀerent
shade, a particularly irritating one, for you can only see it in
certain lights, and not clearly then.

I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.
Of course I don't when John is here, or anybody else, but
when I am alone.

But in the places where it isn't faded and where the sun is
just so—I can see a strange, provoking, formless sort of
figure, that seems to skulk about behind that silly and
conspicuous front design.

And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town
very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and lets me
alone when I want her to.

There's sister on the stairs!

So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on
the porch under the roses, and lie down up here a good deal.
****

Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I
am tired out. John thought it might do me good to see a little
company, so we just had mother and Nellie and the children
down for a week.
Of course I didn't do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now.
But it tired me all the same.
John says if I don't pick up faster he shall send me to Weir
Mitchell in the fall.
But I don't want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in
his hands once, and she says he is just like John and my
brother, only more so!
Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.
I don't feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for
anything, and I'm getting dreadfully fretful and querulous.

I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper.
Perhaps because of the wall-paper.
It dwells in my mind so!
I lie here on this great immovable bed--it is nailed down, I
believe--and follow that pattern about by the hour. It is as
good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we'll say, at the
bottom, down in the corner over there where it has not been
touched, and I determine for the thousandth time that I will
follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.
I know a little of the principle of design, and I know this thing
was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or alternation, or
repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of.
It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.
Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated
curves and flourishes—a kind of "debased Romanesque"
with delirium tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated
columns of fatuity.
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But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the
sprawling outlines run oﬀ in great slanting waves of optic
horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.

John says I mustn't lose my strength, and has me take cod
liver oil and lots of tonics and things, to say nothing of ale
and wine and rare meat.

The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so,
and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the order of its
going in that direction.

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me
sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk with him
the other day, and tell him how I wish he would let me go and
make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.

They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that
adds wonderfully to the confusion.
There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and
there, when the crosslights fade and the low sun shines
directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after all,—the
interminable grotesques seem to form around a common
centre and rush oﬀ in headlong plunges of equal distraction.
It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess.
****
I don't know why I should write this.
I don't want to.
I don't feel able. And I know John would think it absurd. But I
must say what I feel and think in some way--it is such a relief!
But the eﬀort is getting to be greater than the relief.
Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so
much.

But he said I wasn't able to go, nor able to stand it after I got
there; and I did not make out a very good case for myself, for
I was crying before I had finished.
It is getting to be a great eﬀort for me to think straight. Just
this nervous weakness I suppose.
And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried
me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me and read
to me till it tired my head.
He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and
that I must take care of myself for his sake, and keep well.
He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must
use my will and self-control and not let any silly fancies run
away with me.
There's one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does
not have to occupy this nursery with the horrid wall-paper.
If we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a
fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn't have a child of mine, an
impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.
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I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me
here after all, I can stand it so much easier than a baby, you
see.

John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and
watched the moonlight on that undulating wall-paper till I felt
creepy.

Of course I never mention it to them any more—I am too
wise,—but I keep watch of it all the same.

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if
she wanted to get out.

There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or
ever will.

I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move,
and when I came back John was awake.

Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every
day.

"What is it, little girl?" he said. "Don't go walking about like
that—you'll get cold."

It is always the same shape, only very numerous.

I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really
was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me
away.

And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about
behind that pattern. I don't like it a bit. I wonder—I begin to
think—I wish John would take me away from here!
****
It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is
so wise, and because he loves me so.
But I tried it last night.
It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the
sun does.
I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always
comes in by one window or another.

"Why darling!" said he, "our lease will be up in three weeks,
and I can't see how to leave before.
"The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly
leave town just now. Of course if you were in any danger, I
could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you
can see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are
gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, I feel really
much easier about you."
"I don't weigh a bit more," said 1, "nor as much; and my
appetite may be better in the evening when you are here, but
it is worse in the morning when you are away!"
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"Bless her little heart!" said he with a big hug, "she shall be
as sick as she pleases! But now let's improve the shining
hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!"
"And you won't go away?" I asked gloomily.
"Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then
we will take a nice little trip of a few days while Jennie is
getting the house ready. Really dear you are better!"
"Better in body perhaps—" I began, and stopped short, for
he sat up straight and looked at me with such a stern,
reproachful look that I could not say another word.
"My darling," said he, "I beg of you, for my sake and for our
child's sake, as well as for your own, that you will never for
one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing so
dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a
false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician
when I tell you so?"
So of course I said no more on that score, and we went to
sleep before long. He thought I was asleep first, but I wasn't,
and lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front
pattern and the back pattern really did move together or
separately.
****
On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence,
a defiance of law, that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.

The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and
infuriating enough, but the pattern is torturing.
You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well
underway in following, it turns a back somersault and there
you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and
tramples upon you. It is like a bad dream.
The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a
fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool in joints, an
interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in
endless convolutions—why, that is something like it.
That is, sometimes!
There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing
nobody seems to notice but myself, and that is that it
changes as the light changes.
When the sun shoots in through the east window--I always
watch for that first long, straight ray—it changes so quickly
that I never can quite believe it.
That is why I watch it always.
By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a
moon—I wouldn't know it was the same paper.
At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight,
and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside
pattern I mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can
be.
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I didn't realize for a long time what the thing was that showed
behind, that dim sub-pattern, but now I am quite sure it is a
woman.
By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that
keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the
hour.
I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me,
and to sleep all I can.
Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an
hour after each meal.
It is a very bad habit I am convinced, for you see I don't
sleep.
And that cultivates deceit, for I don't tell them I'm awake—O
no!
The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John.
He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an
inexplicable look.
It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,—
that perhaps it is the paper!
I have watched John when he did not know I was looking,
and come into the room suddenly on the most innocent
excuses, and I've caught him several times looking at the
paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it
once.

She didn't know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a
quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most restrained manner
possible, what she was doing with the paper—she turned
around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite
angry—asked me why I should frighten her so!
Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched,
that she had found yellow smooches on all my clothes and
John's, and she wished we would be more careful!
Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying
that pattern, and I am determined that nobody shall find it out
but myself!
****
Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You
see I have something more to expect, to look forward to, to
watch. I really do eat better, and am more quiet than I was.
John is so pleased to see me improve ! He laughed a little the
other day, and said I seemed to be flourishing in spite of my
wall-paper.
I turned it oﬀ with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him it
was because of the wall-paper—he would make fun of me.
He might even want to take me away.
I don't want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a
week more, and I think that will be enough.
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****
I'm feeling ever so much better! I don't sleep much at night,
for it is so interesting to watch developments; but I sleep a
good deal in the daytime.
In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.
There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades
of yellow all over it. I cannot keep count of them, though I
have tried conscientiously.
It is the strangest yellow, that wall-paper! It makes me think
of all the yellow things I ever saw—not beautiful ones like
buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow things.
But there is something else about that paper—the smell! I
noticed it the moment we came into the room, but with so
much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of
fog and rain, and whether the windows are open or not, the
smell is here.
It creeps all over the house.
I find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the parlor,
hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on the stairs.
It gets into my hair.
Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and
surprise it—there is that smell!
Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to
analyze it, to find what it smelled like.

It is not bad—at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest,
most enduring odor I ever met.
In this damp weather it is awful, I wake up in the night and
find it hanging over me.
It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning
the house—to reach the smell.
But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is
like is the color of the paper! A yellow smell.
There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the
mopboard. A streak that runs round the room. It goes behind
every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, even
smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and over.
I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it
for. Round and round and round—round and round and
round—it makes me dizzy!
****
I really have discovered something at last.
Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, I
have finally found out.
The front pattern does move—and no wonder! The woman
behind shakes it!
Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind, and
sometimes only one, and she crawls around fast, and her
crawling shakes it all over.
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Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very
shady spots she just takes hold of the bars and shakes them
hard.

And John is so queer now, that I don't want to irritate him. I
wish he would take another room! Besides, I don't want
anybody to get that woman out at night but myself.

And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody
could climb through that pattern—it strangles so; I think that
is why it has so many heads.

I often wonder if I could see her out of all the windows at
once.

They get through, and then the pattern strangles them oﬀ
and turns them upside down, and makes their eyes white!
If those heads were covered or taken oﬀ it would not be half
so bad.
****
I think that woman gets out in the daytime!
And I'll tell you why—privately—I've seen her!
I can see her out of every one of my windows!
It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping, and
most women do not creep by daylight.
I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along,
and when a carriage comes she hides under the blackberry
vines.
I don't blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be
caught creeping by daylight!
I always lock the door when I creep by daylight. I can't do it
at night, for I know John would suspect something at once.

But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one
time.
And though I always see her, she may be able to creep faster
than I can turn!
I have watched her sometimes away oﬀ in the open country,
creeping as fast as a cloud shadow in a high wind.
****
If only that top pattern could be gotten oﬀ from the under
one! I mean to try it, little by little.
I have found out another funny thing, but I shan't tell it this
time! It does not do to trust people too much.
There are only two more days to get this paper oﬀ, and I
believe John is beginning to notice. I don't like the look in his
eyes.
And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions
about me. She had a very good report to give.
She said I slept a good deal in the daytime.
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John knows I don't sleep very well at night, for all I'm so
quiet!

We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture
down again to leave things as they were before.

He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be
very loving and kind.

Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I told her merrily
that I did it out of pure spite at the vicious thing.

As if I couldn't see through him!

She laughed and said she wouldn't mind doing it herself, but
I must not get tired.

Still, I don't wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for
three months.
It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are
secretly aﬀected by it.
****
Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John to stay in
town over night, and won't be out until this evening.
Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing! but I told her I
should undoubtedly rest better for a night all alone.
That was clever, for really I wasn't alone a bit! As soon as it
was moonlight and that poor thing began to crawl and shake
the pattern, I got up and ran to help her.
I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before
morning we had peeled oﬀ yards of that paper.

How she betrayed herself that time!
But I am here, and no person touches this paper but me,—
not alive !
She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent! But I
said it was so quiet and empty and clean now that I believed
I would lie down again and sleep all I could; and not to wake
me even for dinner—I would call when I woke.
So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the
things are gone, and there is nothing left but that great
bedstead nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on
it.
We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home
to-morrow.
I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again.

A strip about as high as my head and half around the room.

How those children did tear about here!

And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to
laugh at me, I declared I would finish it to-day!

This bedstead is fairly gnawed!
But I must get to work.
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I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the
front path.
I don't want to go out, and I don't want to have anybody
come in, till John comes.

I wonder if they all come out of that wall-paper as I did?
But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope—you
don't get me out in the road there !

I want to astonish him.

I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern when it
comes night, and that is hard!

I've got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that
woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can tie her!

It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep
around as I please!

But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to stand
on!

I don't want to go outside. I won't, even if Jennie asks me to.

This bed will not move!

For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything
is green instead of yellow.

I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got so
angry I bit oﬀ a little piece at one corner—but it hurt my
teeth.

But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder
just fits in that long smooch around the wall, so I cannot lose
my way.

Then I peeled oﬀ all the paper I could reach standing on the
floor. It sticks horribly and the pattern just enjoys it! All those
strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus
growths just shriek with derision!

Why there's John at the door!

I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To
jump out of the window would be admirable exercise, but the
bars are too strong even to try.

Now he's crying for an axe.

Besides I wouldn't do it. Of course not. I know well enough
that a step like that is improper and might be misconstrued.

"John dear!" said I in the gentlest voice, "the key is down by
the front steps, under a plantain leaf!"

I don't like to look out of the windows even—there are so
many of those creeping women, and they creep so fast.

That silenced him for a few moments.

It is no use, young man, you can't open it!
How he does call and pound!

It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door!
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Then he said—very quietly indeed, "Open the door, my
darling!"
"I can't," said I. "The key is down by the front door under a
plantain leaf!"
And then I said it again, several times, very gently and slowly,
and said it so often that he had to go and see, and he got it
of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door.

Next, for the last two pieces of Chapter 1‘s Fiction Section,
watch the following two YouTube videos. The first is the
original trailer for the film adaptation of playwright David
Mamet’s Oleanna, and the second is a TED Talk about Philip
Zimbardo’s The Demise of Guys.

Film adaptation of playwright David Mamet’s Oleanna

"What is the matter?" he cried. "For God's sake, what are
you doing!"
I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my
shoulder.
"I've got out at last," said I, "in spite of you and Jane. And
I've pulled oﬀ most of the paper, so you can't put me back!"
Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right
across my path by the wall, so that I had to creep over him
every time!

Philip Zimbardo’s TED Talk about The Demise of Guys
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Chapter 3

Living

After reading this chapter, students will
be able to:
• explore male and female perceptions on
violence in society; and
• compare and contrast the range of
emotions and behaviors of males and
females in their quest for love.

Section 1

Poetry
For the first piece of Chapter 2’s Poetry Section, watch the
YouTube video below for an audio recording of Wanda
Coleman’s (November 13, 1946-November 22, 2013) poem,
“Rape.” Coleman was an American poet known as the “L.A.
Blueswoman.”
The “unoﬃcial poet laureate of Los Angeles,” she also wrote
short stories, novels, nonfiction, and plays as well as scripts
for film and television, winning an Emmy for her work
on Days of Our Lives in 1976 and the Lenore Marshall Poetry
Prize in 1999 for her poem, “Bathwater Wine.”

Rape by Wanda Coleman

she being Brand
By E.E. Cummings

-new;and you
know consequently a little stiﬀ i was
careful of her and(having
thoroughly oiled the universal
joint tested my gas felt of
her radiator made sure her springs were
O.

E. E. Cummings

K.)i went right to it flooded-the-carburetor cranked her
up,slipped the
clutch(and then somehow got into reverse she kicked what
the hell)next
minute i was back in neutral tried and
again slo-wly;bare,ly nudg. ing(my
lev-er Rightoh and her gears being in
A 1 shape passed
from low through
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second-in-to-high like
greasedlightning)just as we turned the corner of Divinity
avenue i touched the accelerator and give her the juice,good
(it
was the first ride and believe i we was
happy to see how nice she acted right up to
the last minute coming back down by the Public Gardens i
slammed on
the
internalexpanding
&
externalcontracting brakes Bothatonce and

For the next piece of Chapter
2’s Poetry Section, tap here
to read Langston
Hughes’ (February 1, 1902May 22, 1967) poem, “What
Happens to a Dream
Deferred.” Hughes was an
American poet, social
activist, novelist, playwright,
Langston Hughes
and columnist and known as
a leader of the Harlem
Renaissance. Hughes was one of the earliest innovators of
the then-new literary art form called jazz poetry.

brought allofher tremB -ling
to a:dead.
stand- ;Still)
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Section 2

Fiction
Porn
By Alice Walker

Like many thoughtful women of the seventies, she had
decided women were far more interesting than men.
But, again like most thoughtful women, she rarely admitted
this aloud. Besides, again like her contemporaries, she
maintained a close connection with a man.
It was a sexual connection.
They had met in Tanzania when it was still Tanganyika; she
was with an international group of students interested in
health care in socialist African countries; he with an American
group intent upon building schools. They met. Liked each
other. Wrote five or six letters over the next
seven years. Married other people. Had children. Lived in
diﬀerent cities. Divorced. Met again to discover they now
shared a city and lived barely three miles apart.
A strong bond between them was that they
respected their former spouses and supported their children.
They had each arranged a joint custody settlement and many
of their favorite outings were amid a clash of children. Still,
her primary interest in him was sexual. It was not that she

did not respect his mind; she did. It was a fine mind. More
scientific than hers, more given to abstractions. But also a
mind curious about nature and the hidden workings of things
(it was probably this, she thought, that made him such a
good lover) and she enjoyed following his thoughts about the
distances of stars and whole galaxies from the earth, the
diﬀerence between low clouds and high fog, and the
complex survival mechanisms of the snail.
But sex together was incredibly good: like
conversation with her women friends, who were never
abstract, rarely distant enough from nature to be critical in
their appraisal of it, and whose own mechanisms for survival
were hauled out in discussion for all to see. The touch of his
fingers sensitive, wise, exploring the furthest reaches of
sensation were like the tongues of women, talking, questing,
searching for the true place, the place which, when touched,
has no choice but to respond.
She was aflame with desire for him.
On those evenings when all the children were
with their other parents, he would arrive at the apartment at
seven. They would walk hand in hand to a Chinese restaurant
a mile away. They would laugh and drink and eat and
touch hands and knees over and under the table. They would
come home. Smoke a joint. He would put music on. She
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would run water in the tub with lots of bubbles. In the bath
they would lick and suck each other, in blissful delight.
They would admire the rich candle glow on their wet,
delectably earth-toned skins. Sniﬀ the incense—the odor of
sandal and redwood. He would carry her in to bed.

Satisfaction like rivers

"What could it be?' she inevitably wondered. Hooked.
His hands are cupping her ass. His fingers like warm grass or
warm and supple vines. One thumb—she fancies she
feels the whorled print—makes a circle in the wetness of her
anus. She shivers. His tongue gently laps her vulva as it
enters her, his top lip caressing the clitoris. For five minutes
she is moving along as usual. Blissed out, she thinks to
herself.

flowing and silver.

Then she stops.

Music. Emotion. Sensation. Presence.

On the basis of their sexual passion they built the
friendship that sustained them through the outings with their
collective children, through his loss of a job
(temporarily), through her writer's block (she worked as a
freelance journalist), through her bouts of frustration and
boredom when she perceived that, in conversation, he could
only be scientific, only be abstract, and she was, because of
her intrepid, garrulous women friends—whom she continued
frequently, and often in desperation, to see—used to so
much more.
In short, they had devised an almost perfect
arrangement. One morning at six o'clock they were making
"morning love." "Morning love" was relaxed, clearheaded.
Fresh. No music but the birds and cars starting. No
dope. They came within seconds of each other. This inspired
him. He thought they could come together. She was sated,
indiﬀerent, didn't wish to think about the strain.
But then he said: "Did I ever show you [he knew he
hadn't] my porn collection?"

"What have you got?" she has asked him.
“This," he replied. "And this."
A gorgeous black woman who looks like her friend Fannie
has a good friend (white boy from her hometown down
South) who is basically gay. Though—. "Fannie " and let us
call him “Fred’ pick up a hick tourist in a bar. They both dig
him, the caption says. He is not gorgeous. He is short, pasty,
dirty blond. Slightly cross-eyed. In fact, looks retarded. Fred
looks very much the same. "Fannie" invites them to her place
where without holding hands or eating or bathing or putting
on music, they strip and begin to fondle each other. "Fannie"
looks amused as they take turns licking and sucking her. She
smiles benignly as they do the same things to each other. . . .
“And this.”
A young blonde girl from Minnesota [probably kidnapped,
she thinks, reading] is far from home in New York, lonely and
very horny. She is befriended by two of the blackest men on
the East Coast. (They had been fighting outside a bar and she
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had stopped them by flinging her naive white self into the
fray.) In their gratitude for her peacemaking they take her to
their place and do everything they can think of to her. She
grinning liberally the whole time. Finally they make a
sandwich of her: one filling the anus and the other the vagina,
so that all that is visible of her body between them is a sliver
of white thighs

[And we see that these two pugilists have finally
come together on something.]
She is sitting with her back against the headboard of the
bed so that her breasts hang down. This increases sensation
in her already very aroused nipples. He crawls up to her on
all fours like a gentle but ravenous bear and begins to
nuzzle her. He nuzzles and nuzzles until her nipples virtually
aim themselves at him. He takes one into his mouth. She
begins to flow.
But the flow stops.
Once he said to her: "I could be turned on by
bondage. No, he said "by 'a little light bondage.' " She had
told him of a fantasy in which she lay helpless, bound,
waiting for the pleasure worse than death.
There is no plot this time. No story of an improbable
friendship down South, no goldilocks from the Midwestern
plains. Just page after page of women: yellow, red, white,
brown, black [she had let him tie her up very loosely once; it
was not like her fantasy at all. She had wanted to hold him,

caress him, snuggle and cuddle] bound, often gagged. Their
legs open. Forced to their knees.
He is massaging the back of her neck, her shoulders.
Her buttocks. The backs of her thighs. She has bent over a
hot typewriter all day and is tired. She sinks into the feeling
of being desired and pampered. Valued. Loved. Soon she
is completely restored. Alert. She decides to make love to
him. She turns over. She cradles his head in her arms. Kisses
his forehead. His eyes. Massages his scalp with her
fingers. Buries her nose in his neck. Kisses his neck.
Caresses his chest. Flicks his nipples, back and forth, with
her tongue. Slowly she moves down his body. His penis
(which he thinks should not be called "penis"—"a white boy's
word"; he prefers "cock") is standing. She takes it—she is on
her knees—into her mouth.
She gags.
The long-term accommodation that protects marriage
and other such relationships is, she knows, forgetfulness.
She will forget what turns him on.
"No, no," he says, very sorry he has shown her his
collection: in fact, vowing passionately to throw it away. The
point is for you to be turned on by it too!'
She thinks of the lovely black girl—whom she actually
thinks of as her friend Fannie—and is horrified. What is
Fannie doing in such company? she wonders. She panics as
he is entering her. Wait! she says, and races to the phone.
The phone rings and rings.
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Her friend Fannie is an out-of-work saleswoman. She
is also a lesbian. She proceeds to write in her head a real
story about Fannie based on what she knows. Her lover at
work on her body the whole time.
Fannie and Laura share a tiny loft apartment. They
almost never make love. Not because they are not loving—
they do a lot of caressing and soothing—but they are so
guilty about what they feel that sexuality has more or less
dried up. [She feels her own juices drying up at this thought.]
They have both been out of work for a long time.
Laura's mother is sick. Fannies young brother has entered
Howard University. There is only Fannie to send him money
for books, clothes and entertainment. Fannie is very pretty
but basically unskilled in anything but selling, and
salespersons by the thousands have been laid oﬀ in the
recession. Unemployment is not enough.
But Fannie is really very beautiful. Men stop her on the street
all the time to tell her so. It is the way they chose to tell her
so, when she was barely pubescent, that makes her
return curses for "compliments" even today.
But these men would still stop her on the street, oﬀer
her money "for a few hours' work."...
By now she has faked all kinds of things, and exhausted
her lover. He is sound asleep. She races to Fannie and
Laura's apartment. Sits waiting for them on the
stoop. Finally they come home from seeing a Woody Allen
movie. They are in high spirits, and besides, because she
shares part of her life with a man, care much less for her than

she does for them. They yawn loudly, kiss
her matronizingly on both cheeks, and send her home again.
Now, when he makes love to her, she tries to fit herself
into the white-woman, two-black-men story. But who will she
be? The men look like her brothers, Bobo and Charlie. She
is disgusted, and worse, bored, by Bobo and Charlie. The
white woman is like the young girl who, according to
the Times, was seduced oﬀ a farm in Minnesota by a black
pimp and turned out on 42nd Street. She cannot stop herself
from thinking: Poor: Ignorant: Sleazy: Depressing. This does
not excite or stimulate.
He watches her face as he makes expert love to her. He
knows his technique is virtually flawless, but he thinks
perhaps it can be improved. Is she moving less rhythmically
under him? Does she seem distracted? There seems to be a
separate activity in her body, to which she is attentive, and
which is not connected to the current he is sending through
his fingertips. He notices the fluttering at the corners of
her eyelids. Her eyes could fly open at any moment, he
thinks, and look objectively at him. He shudders. Holds her
tight.
He thinks frantically of what she might be thinking of
him. Realizes he is moving in her desperately, as if he is
climbing the walls of a closed building. As if she reads his
mind, she moans encouragingly. But it is a distracted moan—
that oﬀends him.
He bites the pillow over her head: Where i she? he thinks. Is
she into fantasy or not?
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He must be.
He slips her into the role of "Fannie"
with some hope. But nothing develops.
As "Fannie" she refuses even to leave
her Southern town. Won't speak to,
much less go down on, either of the two
gays.
He races back and forth between an
image of her bound and on her knees, to
two black men and a white woman becoming acquainted
outside a bar.
Richard Rodriguez

This does not help.
Besides, she is involved in the activity inside herself
and holding him—nostalgically.
He feels himself sliding down the wall that is her body, and
expelled from inside her.
For the next reading of Chapter 2’s
Fiction Section, tap here to listen to an
audio recording of Richard Rodriguez’s
(July 31, 1944-) short story, “Proofs.”
Rodriguez is an American writer who
became famous as the author of the
John Updike
1982 book, Hunger of Memory: The
Education of Richard Rodriguez, a
narrative about his intellectual development. It was an
account of his journey from being a "socially disadvantaged

child" to becoming a fully
assimilated American, from
the Spanish-speaking world
of his family to the wider,
presumably freer, public
world of English.
For the next reading of
Tobias Wolﬀ
Chapter 2’s Fiction Section,
tap here to read author John
Updike’s (March 18, 1932-January 27, 2009) short story, “The
Rumor.”
Updike was an American novelist, poet, short-story writer,
and art and literary critic. Having published more than 20
novels, more than a dozen short-story collections, as well as
poetry, art and literary criticism and children's books during
his career, he is one of only three writers to win the Pulitzer
Prize for Fiction more than once (the other two being Booth
Tarkington and William Faulkner).
For the final reading of Chapter 2’s Fiction Section, tap here
to read Tobias Wolﬀ’s (June 19, 1945-) short story, “Hunters
in the snow.” Wolﬀ is an American short story writer,
memoirist, novelist, and teacher of creative writing. He is
known for his memoirs, particularly This Boy's Life (1989) and
In Pharaoh's Army (1994). He has written four short story
collections and two novels including The Barracks Thief
(1984), which won the PEN/Faulkner Award for Fiction. Wolﬀ
received a National Medal of Arts from President Barack
Obama in September 2015.
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Chapter 4

Resisting

After reading this chapter, students will
be able to:
• examine how individuals have defied
social norms in their exclusive
relationships; and
• recognize varied sexual identities and
sexual object choices.

Section 1

Poetry
For the first piece of Chapter 3’s Poetry Section, tap here to
read Michael Lassell’s (July 15, 1947-) poem, “How to Watch
Your Brother Die.”
Lassell has written extensively in the fields of design, travel,
the arts (especially theater), and GLBT studies. His poetry,
stories, essays, and reviews have appeared in newspapers,
magazines, books, journals and anthologies in the U.S. and
abroad, as well as numerous college and university
textbooks. He has been most often anthologized for his
poem, written at the beginning of the AIDS epidemic, “How
to Watch Your Brother Die.”

The Death of Marilyn Monroe
By Sharon Olds

The ambulance men touched her cold
body, lifted it, heavy as iron,
onto the stretcher, tried to close the
mouth, closed the eyes, tied the
arms to the sides, moved a caught
strand of hair, as if it mattered,
saw the shape of her breasts, flattened by
gravity, under the sheet
carried her, as if it were she,
down the steps.

These men were never the same. They went out
afterwards, as they always did,
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for a drink or two, but they could not meet
each other's eyes.

Their lives took
a turn-one had nightmares, strange

For the last reading of Chapter 4’s Poetry Section, tap here
to access a shared document of David Mura’s (1952-) “Notes
on Pornography and Addiction,” which begins in English on
pg. 3 of the document.
Mura is an American author, poet, novelist, playwright, critic
and performance artist whose writings explore the themes of
race, identity and history.

pains, impotence, depression. One did not
like his work, his wife looked
diﬀerent, his kids. Even death
seemed diﬀerent to him-a place where she
would be waiting,

and one found himself standing at night
in the doorway to a room of sleep, listening to a
woman breathing, just an ordinary
woman
breathing.
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Section 2

Fiction
The Sea Change

The man looked at her.

By Ernest Hemingway

“I’ll kill her,” he said.
“Please don’t,” the girl said. She had very fine hands and the
man looked

ALL RIGHT," SAID THE MAN. "WHAT about it?”
"No,’' said the girl, "I can't."
"You mean you won't."
"I can't," said the girl. "That's all that I mean."

at them. They were slim and brown and very beautiful.
“I will. I swear to God I will."
“It won’t make you happy."

"You mean that you won't."

“Couldn’t you have gotten into something else? Couldn’t you
have

"All right," said the girl. "You have it your own way."

gotten into some other jam?”

"I don't have it my own way. I wish to God I did.”

“It seems not,” the girl said. “What are you going to do about
it?”

"You did for a long time," the girl said.
It was early, and there was no one in the café except the
barman and these two who sat together at a table in the
corner. It was the end of the summer and they were both
tanned, so that they looked out of place in Paris. The girl
wore a tweeted suit, her skin was a smooth golden brown,
her blonde hair was cut short and grew beautifully away from
her forehead.

“I told you.”
“No; I mean really.”
“I don’t know,” he said. She looked at him and put out her
hand. “Poor old Phil.” she said. He looked at her hands, but
he did not touch her hand with his.
“No, thanks,” he said.
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"It doesn't do any good to say I'm sorry?"

"No," he said. "I suppose not."

"No."

"I'll come back if you want me."

"Nor to tell you how it is?"

"No. I don't want you."

"I'd rather not hear."

Then they did not say anything for a while.

"I love you very much."

"You don't believe I love you, do you?" the girl asked.

"Yes, this proves it."

"Let's not talk rot," the man said.

"I'm sorry," she said, "if you don't understand."

"Don't you really believe I love you?"

"I understand. That's the trouble. I understand."

"Why don't you prove it?"

"You do," she said. "That makes it worse, of course."

"You didn't use to be that way. You never asked me to prove
anything.

"Sure," he said, looking at her. "I'll understand all the time. All
day and all night. Especially all night. I'll understand. You
don't have to worry about that."
"I'm sorry," she said.
"If it was a man — "
"Don't say that. It wouldn't be a man. You know that. Don't
you trust
me?"

That isn't polite."
"You're a funny girl."
"You're not. You're a fine man and it breaks my heart to go oﬀ
and leave you — "
"You have to, of course."
"Yes," she said. "I have to and you know it."

"That's funny," he said. "Trust you. That's really funny."

He did not say anything and she looked at him and put her
hand out

"I'm sorry," she said. "That's all I seem to say. But when we
do understand each other there's no use to pretend we
don't."

again. The barman was at the far end of the bar. His face was
white and so was his jacket. He knew these two and thought
them a handsome young couple. He had seen many
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handsome young couples break up and new couples form
that were never so handsome long. He was not thinking
about this, but about a horse. In half an hour he could send
across the street to find if the horse had won.

"You're looking very well yourself," the barman said.

"Couldn't you just be good to me and let me go?" the girl
asked.

"Don't neglect to insert the brandy, James," the first client
said.

"What do you think I'm going to do?"

"No, sir," said the barman. "Trust me."

Two people came in the door and went up to the bar.

The two at the bar looked over at the two at the table, then
looked back at the barman again. Towards the barman was
the comfortable direction.

"Yes, sir," the barman took the orders.
"You can't forgive me? When you know about it?" the girl
asked.
"No."
"You don't think things we've had and done should make any
diﬀerence in understanding?"
"'Vice is a monster of such fearful mien,'" the young man said
bitterly, "that to be something or other needs but to be seen.
Then we something, something, then embrace." He could not
remember the words.

"Old James," the other client said. "You're fatter, James."
"It's terrible," the barman said, "the way I put it on."

"I'd like it better if you didn't use words like that," the girl
said. "There's no necessity to use a word like that."
"What do you want me to call it?"
"You don't have to call it. You don't have to put any name to
it."
"That's the name for it."
"No," she said. "We're made up of all sorts of things. You've
known

"I can't quote," he said.

that. You've used it well enough."

"Let's not say vice," she said. "That's not very polite."

"You don't have to say that again."

"Perversion," he said.

"Because that explains it to you."

"James," one of the clients addressed the barman, "you're
looking very well."

"All right," he said. "All right."
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"You mean all wrong. I know. It's all wrong. But I'll come
back. I told

And when you come back tell me all about it." His voice
sounded very

you I’d come back. I'll come back right away.”

strange. He did not recognize it. She looked at him quickly.
He was settled

"No, you won't."
"I'll come back."
"No, you won't. Not to me."
"You'll see."
Yes, he said. "That's the hell of it. You probably will."
"Of course I will."
"Go on, then."
Really? She could not believe him, but her voice was happy.
Go on," his voice sounded strange to him. He was looking at
her, at
the way her mouth went and the curve of her cheek bones, at
her eyes
and at the way her hair grew on her forehead and at the edge
of her ear
and at her neck.
Not really. Oh, you're too sweet," she said. "You're too good
to me."

into something.
"You want me to go?" she asked seriously.
"Yes," he said seriously. "Right away." His voice was not the
same, and his mouth was very dry. "Now," he said.
She stood up and went out quickly. She did not look back at
him. He watched her go. He was not the same-looking man
as he had been before he had told her to go. He got up from
the table, picked up the two checks and went over to the bar
with them.
"I'm a diﬀerent man, James," he said to the barman. "You
see in me quite a diﬀerent man."
"Yes, sir?" said James.
"Vice," said the brown young man, "is a very strange thing,
James."
He looked out the door. He saw her going down the street.
As he looked in the glass, he saw he was really quite a
diﬀerent-looking man. The other two at the bar moved down
to make room for him.
"You're right there, sir," James said.
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The other two moved down a little more, so that he would be
quite comfortable. The young man saw himself in the mirror
behind the bar.
"I said I was a diﬀerent man, James," he said. Looking into
the mirror he saw that this was quite true.
"You look very well, sir," James said. "You must have had a
very good summer."

For the next reading of Chapter 4’s
Fiction Section, tap here to read
Joanna Russ’s (February 22, 1937April 29, 2011) “When It Changed.”
Russ was an American writer,
academic and radical feminist. She is
the author of a number of works of
science fiction, fantasy and feminist
literary criticism such as How to
Suppress Women's Writing, as well as
Joanna Russ
a contemporary novel, On Strike
Against God, and one children's book, Kittatinny. She is best
known for The Female Man, a novel combining utopian
fiction and satire, and the story “When It Changed.”
Then, for the next reading of Chapter
4’s Fiction Section, tap on the adjacent
PDF widget to open a reading of Susan
Glaspell’s “Jury of Her Peers.” Glaspell
(July 1, 1876-July 28, 1948) was an
American playwright, novelist, journalist
and actress. With her husband George
Cram Cook, she founded the
Provincetown Players, the first modern
American theatre company. She was
the author of nine novels 15 plays, and
a biography. Glaspell’s tales typically
Susan Glaspell
explore contemporary social issues,
such as gender, ethics, and dissent,
while featuring deep, sympathetic characters who make
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principled stands.Her 1930 play, Alison’s House, earned her
the Pulitzer Prize for Drama.

Transgender and Marginality: Transgenders and
Oppression
By Dr. Maureen Goldstein

Interactive 4.1 Jury of Her Peers by Susan Glaspell

After more than half a century since Christine Jorgenson was
exposed to media barrage where, “she was attacked so
viciously it seemed she was exiled from the human
race” (Feinberg 219), there is still much misunderstanding,
prejudice and sometimes violent reactions despite the great
strides in acceptance of other gender variance.
Transgender studies, as we understand it, is the academic
field that claims as its purview transsexuality and crossdressing, some aspects of intersexuality and homosexuality,
cross-cultural and historical investigations of human gender
diversity, myriad specific subcultural expressions of “gender
atypicality,” theories of sexed embodiment and subjective
gender identity development, law and public policy related to
the expression of gender expression and many similar issues.
(Stryker 3)

Tap on the image of author Susan Glaspell above
and read her story, “Jury of Her Peers.”

The concept of transgender dates back to antiquity.
“Ancient societies on the European continent were
communal” (Feinberg 209). As far back as 25,000 B. C.,
artifacts point to female deities, and some were
transgendered along with many of the shamans and religious
oﬃcials. From about 4500 to1200 B. C. in “the river valleys
of Eurasia and Northeast Africa, human labor became more
productive and abundance accumulated as wealth. The old
67

communal systems were gradually and unconsciously
transformed” (209). Consequently, as men desired to
bequeath wealth to their male heirs, the patriarchal society
developed and formed the basis of a socio-economic system
that rejected the notion of transgender although there is
evidence that in Egypt, Greece, and Rome, the nobles often
cross-dressed until the Council of Constantinople in 691 A.
D., which forbade it. By the 11th century, the Catholic
Church was the most powerful landowner in Western Europe
and promoter of patriarchy.
Even Joan of Arc fell victim to the Catholic Inquisition when
she was executed for her persistent dressing in male clothing
and armor, which was easier to prove than her reported
visions and voices (219-14).
And now over 600 years later the topic of transgender still
ignites controversy on many levels. The scope of this study
will be from a sociological and psychological perspective and
will address the individuals (also termed transsexuals) who
choose to have surgical sex-reassignment in the United
States. Many might question why one would follow such a
costly and extreme path.
Since traditional gender identity has been a social construct,
individuals born with biological sexual characteristics that
connote society’s concept of gender but does not mirror
their own gender image, often suﬀer extreme inner conflict
and frustration. The ultimate question of “Who am I?” is quite
disconcerting. “Sexual orientation is who you are attracted
to, gender identity is who you are in your head…” (Warren 1).

The American Psychiatric Association has diagnosed
individuals with Gender Identity Disorder and Gender
Dysphoria are those “who experience emotional distress
because of the conflict between her or his gender identity
and her or his assigned sex” (Pepper 3). Along with their own
personal dilemma for transsexuals is the lack of
understanding on the part of the general public regarding the
language utilized. The terms, “gender image,” “transgender,”
and “transsexual,” are often misunderstood or
comprehended on a superficial level, thus adding to the
overall perplexity surrounding this subject. Consequently,
many members of this community live in secrecy for fear of
job loss, family rejection, and social ridicule (Warren 1).
While transgender is not a new experience, during the 20th
century, the term expanded its concept with the advent of
surgery as a means of reconciling the conflicts of gender
identity. Harry Benjamin, a German physician who
popularized the term “transsexual” in his 1966 text, The
Transsexual Phenomenon, encapsulated the complexity of
this issue in his notable scientific study. The transsexual,
particularly in the case of many males who choose surgery,
but whose feminization desires may not be fully satisfied,
especially in the realization that childbirth is not possible, are
still left frustrated. The procedure is irreversible, but if it saves
the individual, Benjamin believes, from reactive psychosis,
self-mutilation or suicide, it is the preferable choice after
psychiatric evaluation and education of the patient regarding
future consequences of the sex-reassignment and the
realities of social acceptance. Benjamin felt that
psychotherapy would never cure transsexual individuals from
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desire for a sex change because transsexualism could be the
result of natural, psychological, and/or hormonal influences
(Benjamin 45-52).
More recent publications have dealt with the details of
transsexual care in presenting diﬃculties involved in serving
the range of the populace. In economically distressed areas,
basic medical and psychological services are not readily
available, and some have often resorted to self-medication
and/or black market hormones (Israel 3).
One such individual, Sharmus, who transitioned from male to
female is existing as a prostitute because she believes it is
her only means of support. She relates how she began her
hormone treatment by her friend injecting her with hormones
and under what conditions other substances are available:
The silicone is not encased, as it would be with an implant,
but rather injected with large syringes directly into varying
body parts. In some cases, the materials injected are not
even silicone, but substitutes made from more readily
available things such as dish-washing liquid or floor wax.
Similarly, some men wanting estrogen will simply take birth
control pills. Testosterone is harder to improvise, but even
the real thing can irreparably damage internal organs when
taken improperly. All of this can result in fatalities. (Wright
622)
In addition, self-injections cause the individuals to be
vulnerable to HIV/AIDS, and a high rate exists among male to
female transsexuals with these conditions (Namaste 237).

Having resources does not eliminate obstacles and
diﬃculties in transitioning. Currently, individuals who desire
transitioning must attend extensive counseling with a genderspecialist active in psychotherapy education directly oriented
toward gender identity issues (Israel 12). In addition, they
must take a Real-Life Test to verify their appropriateness as
candidates for reassignment (10).
Once an individual begins the process, more diﬃcult
situations often arise. Using public restrooms becomes an
issue because in some areas, it is a crime for a man to enter
a ladies bathroom (Mc Closkey 38). Even if this were not the
case, it is uncomfortable for all involved in the workplace
when employees witness the physical changes and are using
the same restroom of one they still consider a member of the
opposite gender. One male who had already begun taking
hormones decided to look for a new job before having
surgery to avoid a similar situation as well as other social
embarrassments involving co-workers (Griggs 17). And while
the individuals are transitioning, their self-esteem is often
negatively aﬀected (Pepper 1-14). Therefore, they need more
support on all levels.
While the field of career counseling has addressed the needs
of several minority groups, trans-sexuals have often been
neglected. The article, “Career Issues and Workplace
Considerations for the Transsexual Community: Bridging the
Gap of Knowledge for Career Counselors and Mental Health
Care Providers” maintains “no known empirical research
exists to date that specifically addresses how counselors
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(both career and mental health) can assist with career and
workplace concerns” (Pepper 2).
This article attempts to speak to this need by oﬀering
detailed information for both career counselors and health
care providers in the form of: definitions of terminology and
basic facts to assist in communication; workplace and career
issues of the transsexual community derived from anecdotes
and internet sources; an analysis of contemporary
psychological literature to assess its value; and particular
recommendations for career counselors and health care
providers in dealing with transsexuals in specific situations
before, during, and after transitioning along with ideas
concerning future research (Pepper, 2).
The authors are hopeful “that increased awareness of the
issues will lead to aﬃrmative career counseling, better
development and use of assessments, and increased
research as these counselors continue to work more
frequently with clients in the transsexual community” (13).
While progress is being made to resolve workplace issues,
the legal system shows no advancements. The federal
Employment Non-Discrimination Act still excludes
transsexuals for work-place protection from discrimination
based on sexual orientation, and the transsexual is not
protected by the Civil Rights Act of 1964. In 2007, in my local
area, city manager Steve Stanton of Largo, Florida was fired
when he announced his decision for sex-reassignment
despite his 17 years of experience and an impressive
resume (Sun-Sentinel). National Politics is based on money,
numbers, and networking, and since self –disclosed

transsexuals compose only a small percentage of the
population, their influence is negligible in the political sphere
(Bugg 3).
In the realm of public safety, this absence of support is also
visible. In an article entitled, “Genderbashing,” Viviane K.
Namaste, a transsexual activist and theoretician, focuses on
the victims of violence who are perceived as threatening to
the male and female heterosexual majority and their
accepted social/sexual norms. She defines violence to
include actions, gestures, attitudes, verbal abuse,
intimidation as well as physical harm (139). And she adds,
“more than one half of male-to-female respondents in a
survey reported being victims of physical attack” (149).
On April 23, 2009 in Colorado, Allen Andrade was convicted
of murdering a transgendered woman, which is considered
groundbreaking since it is the first time a person has been
convicted for killing a transsexual under a hate crime
provision. Activists hope that this verdict will awaken
national consciousness to the Local Law Enforcement Act
and the Matthew Shepard Act but realize that this is just one
example of a nationwide problem, and that there is much
work to be done (Dunn 2).
And what might seem curious is the existence of hostility
between some members of the gay/lesbian community and
transsexuals in that the latter group would like to share in the
social rights and recognition that the former are starting to
receive (Schroeder 8). Shannon Minter in his essay,
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“Do Transsexuals Dream of Gay Rights?” questions how a
movement beginning in the late sixties “launched by bull
daggers, drag queens and transsexuals” (Douglas 30)
evolved into viewing transsexuals as outsiders by the late
20th century. Minter is a female to male transsexual and
Legal Director of the National Center for Lesbian Rights. He
contends local and state laws prohibiting discrimination
based on sexual orientation were not intended solely for the
protection of gay and lesbian individuals but for anyone in the
category of gender variance (31).
In March of 2008, Thomas Beatie, who transitioned from
female to male (without surgery) wrote an article relating the
diﬃculties he and his wife encountered when they wanted to
conceive a child. Thomas had stopped taking testosterone,
but was refused assistance by a number of physicians for
reasons such as religious beliefs or violation of hospital
ethics (Currah 2). This was not an isolated instance. T.
Benjamin Singer, gender theorist and health care activist,
notes that the response of health care providers who cannot
understand the complexity of transsexual bodies and gender
identity often result in poor or insuﬃcient service in the
United States where standardized national health care does
not exist and where hormones and gender reassignment
surgery are generally not covered by insurance. He relates an
instance that took place at a medical conference when a
group of physicians were unresponsive to the introduction of
the “Revolutionary Gender Model” (616). Singer explains
This incident was not the only time during my ethnographic
fieldwork that I encountered the poorly-recognized

phenomenon of a conceptual limit to a service-provider’s
ability to recognize the legibility and meaning of trans
identities and bodies. This limit creates an additional barrier
to trans care over and above the many material forms of
erasure trans people experience within normative social
systems as a result of binaristic models of human
personhood, and the pernicious institutionalized transphobia
of many medical and psychotherapeutic spaces. (616)
Moreover, a survey administered to department chairpersons
in schools of public health confirmed that research,
resources, and curricular activities did not extend beyond HIV
and AIDS treatment of transsexuals (Corliss 1024). By the
time the patients finally sought the health provider, they had
already contracted these diseases, avoiding physicians and
health care clinics due to prior negative experiences with
them and/or lack of financial resources.
The overall social and family life of a transsexual college
student is also rife with consequences. In a 2007 article in
The Salt Lake Tribune, supporters of a transsexual
“denounced as arbitrary and an invasion of medical privacy…
(that)university oﬃcials insist on proof that transgender
students have undergone various medical interventions
including surgery, or that they have been diagnosed with
‘gender identity disorder’” (Maﬄy 1). Administrators argued
that it was a housing policy requirement that transgender
students must submit a letter from a physician indicating all
of the treatments and hormone therapy which had been
completed (1).
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In a documentary video, Transgeneration, four college
students from various types of colleges and economic
backgrounds are presented before beginning their
transitions. They identified the exact times in their lives when
they realized their true gender identity and discussed their
future options. One female-to-male realized and discussed
the dangers of taking hormones. Testosterone increases the
risk of cancer and can aﬀect blood pressure, but these
factors did not deter his decision.
The video displays his slow transitioning and the lengthy
conversations he had with his parents regarding the need for
a male identity. One male-to-female recounts her anxiety
concerning a social life and maintaining her scholarship. She
plans on keeping her transsexualism hidden, and is
becoming self-conscious, constantly glancing around,
wondering if others know her secret. She experiences
embarrassment in an acting class when another male student
must kiss her for a scene. She generally tries not to be seen
with other transsexuals for fear of exposure. Another maleto-female talks openly to her peers and is confronted with a
great range of reactions, exacerbated by her social
awkwardness with her newly acquired feminine mannerisms
and expression. She is counting the days until the surgery
and explains she wants her body to match her head. Her
parents are now quite supportive of her decision after a prior
suicide attempt forced them to realize her resolve.
Another female-to-male expresses concern about his family
and their inability to accept his life-choice. He felt liberated
in a large state college, but when he returned home, he was

not accepted. The mother was adamant and finally refused to
discuss the subject (Transgeneration). This documentary
provides numerous conflicts experienced by these students
and their families with startling and sobering reality.
Dating can be a delicate situation for any age individual who
is transitioning and has transitioned. Each case study
presents diﬀerent variations of issues involved toward
attaining successful relationships. One article written about
transsexuals in New York City reports that interracial coupling
is prevalent because they often find a kinship in being
marginalized (Cline 29).
This fact is a tragic commentary on the basis of social
acceptance. The field of education is making eﬀorts to end
discrimination and marginalization of the transsexual
community. In an article, “Gender Variant and Transgender
Issues in a Professional Development Book Group,”
published in the English Journal of March 2009, educators
from various disciplines outlined a process toward the goal of
augmenting comprehension of teachers and creating
resources and curricular ideas to utilize with their students
when addressing these issues. The article delineates a pilot
study conducted with English language arts teachers who
admitted they had had no formal faculty development on any
gender variant topics. They were first given sessions by a
specialist in gender studies who began with a basic overview
of gender identity and expression, and resources, such as
“frequently asked questions, a glossary of relevant terms,
and several recent new articles” (Parker 4). The next step
was to provide the teachers with young adult literature with
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transgender characters followed by an in depth examination
and discussion of the texts in an informal setting. The
teachers responded quite positively and felt more confident
about incorporating this literature in the same manner into
their curriculum while addressing these sensitive subjects
with their students. They were also given sociological and
psychological reference material on gender variance to
distribute to students and families (5). Since the English
Journal is a broadly circulated publication, the creators of
this project are hopeful that it would be widely adopted (13).
In my own gender class, I have integrated literary works with
transgender characters and situations, along with the
documentary, Transgeneration, material from the psychology
department, and guest speakers when possible. My
students’ reactions have ranged from shock to outrage at the
current level of acceptance regarding the transgender topic.

For the next reading of Chapter
4’s Fiction Section, tap on the
PDF widget on the following
page to open a reading of
Sophocles’ play, Antigone.
Sophocles (497/6-winter 406/5
BC) was a Greek playwright and
is one of three ancient Greek
tragedians whose plays have
survived. His first plays were
Sophocles
written later than or
contemporary with those of Aeschylus, and earlier than or
contemporary with those of Euripides.
Sophocles wrote over 120 plays during the course of his life,
but only seven have survived in a complete form: Ajax,
Antigone, Women of Trachis, Oedipus Rex, Electra,
Philoctetes and Oedipus at Colonus.
For almost 50 years, Sophocles was the most celebrated
playwright in the dramatic competitions of the city-state of
Athens that took place during the religious festivals of the
Lenaea and the Dionysia.
He competed in 30 competitions, won 24, and was never
judged lower than second place. Aeschylus won 13
competitions, and was sometimes defeated by Sophocles,
while Euripides won four competitions.
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Interactive 4.2 Antigone by Sophocles

document events in the students' academic careers, their
social and family lives, and their transitions.

Tap on the image of the Sophocles
above and read his play, Antigone.

For the final piece of Chapter 4’s Fiction Section, please tap
on the YouTube video below to watch Part I of the
documentary, TransGeneration. The series aﬀords a view into
the lives of four transgender college students during the
2004–2005 academic year.[5] Two of the students are trans
women, and two are trans men. Each of them attends a
diﬀerent school in the United States, and they are each at a
diﬀerent stage of their degree programs. The filmmakers
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